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MISMATED. 


H 


WARREN   WAITB. 

ROBIN  flew  to  meet  the  morn, 
Mid  blossoms  sweet,  and  waving  corn. 
His  heart  was  full  of  joy  and  praise, 
As  he  sang  his  sweet,  melodious  lays. 

The  wildwood  rang  with  his  happy  song, 
From  hill  and  vale  it  rolled  along; 
When  lo !  Beside  a  gurgling  spring, 
He  saw  a  bird  with  a  broken  wing. 

His  heart  was  filled  with  tenderness, 
As  he  took  her  home  to  his  own  sweet  nest. 
In  pity,  he  wed  the  poor  little  thing, 
And  petted  the  bird  with  a  broken  wing. 

And  all  was  well,  and  he  sang  as  before, 
In  the  wildwood  round  his  leafy  door. 
Till  he  chanced  one  day  to  meet  his  fate. 
Which  made  his  life  most  desolate. 

For  he  saw  a  bird  with  plumage  bright, 
As  evening  stars  that  shine  by  night, 
And  voice  so  sweet  that  passers-by 
Would  turn  to  listen  with  a  sigh. 

His  heart  went  out  to  meet  its  own, 
(For  hearts  in  pairs  have  ever  grown), 
And  from  that  hour  down  the  vale, 
The  robin's  song  was  but  a  wail. 

And  oft  the  wildwood  sobbed  a  moan, 
That  seemed  an  echo  of  his  own ; 
Oh  !  Sad,  indeed,  will  be  his  fate, 
Who  met  his  ideal,  but  too  late. 

Poor  little  bird !  Your  sad  refrain 

Re-echoes  in  our  lives  again; 
And  down  the  vista  of  the  years, 
Your  sons:  is  minsfled  with  our  tears. 
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DISCONTENTED. 


WARREN    WAITE. 


B 


S  I  stood  beside  the  ocean, 

I  could  see  the  ebb  and  flow 

Of  the  waters  inward  rushing, 

Only  'then  to  outward  go. 

And  I  said,  "The  restless  waters 

Ever  discontented  are, 
For  they  hurry  o'er  the  beach, 

Then  recede  across  the  bar." 

Yet  the  waters  seemed  to  echo, 

Echo  back  to  me  again, 
We  are  rivals  of  your  fancy 

In  the  discontented  chain. 

For  behold  our  own  reflection 

In  the  discontented  tide 
Of  the  sea  of  mortals  rushing, 

Rushing  for  another  side ! 

Some  are  coming,  some  are  going. 
Seeking  for  a  haven  where 

Hope  shall  ripen  in  fruition. 
Free  from  every  pain  and  care. 

Then  flow  on,  ye  restless  waters, 
With  your  ebbing,  flowing  tide, 

For,  in  man,  your  restless  fancy 
Truly  is  personified. 

For  as  long  as  the  waves  of  ocean, 
Lave  against  the  sandy  beach. 

We  poor  mortals  will  be  seeking 
Something  more  beyond  our  reach. 
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EVENING  SHADOWS. 
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HULDA   PETERSON    HOLMES. 

X  the  shadows  of  the  evening:. 

Gentle  winds,  they  whisper  low 
To  the  heart  that's  ever  longing 

For  that  peace  it  does  not  know. 

Hearts  are  wrapped  in  wildest  sadness; 

Nature  sings  a  solemn  song ; 
In  response,  the  distant  echoes 

Answer  back,  "  'Twill  not  be  long." 

Oft  one  listens  in  the  twilight. 

And  the  tears  in  silence  flow  ; 
Faith  and  Hope  are  balm  and  comfort 

To  the  pilgrim  here  below. 

Listening,  hear  the  softest  murmur 
And  the  spirit  grows  more  calm ; 

What  within  the  soul  was  stirring? 
It  was  Nature's  holy  psalm. 
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THAT  PINK  CARNATION   PINK. 

(See  Explanation,  page  324.) 


MRS.   EI/IZA   G.  BREWER-KEMBLE. 

^KHAT   kindly,  thoughtful  act,  will  ne'er  be  forgotten, 
^^    How  gently  and  tenderly  was  bestowed  the  beautiful  token, 
A  ready  hand  to  replace  the  flower,  was  lost,  and  broken, 
Touching  words,  so  sweetly,  sympathetic,  and  soothingly  spoken. 

Pink,  nature's  delicate  hue,  the  type  of  supreme  beauty. 
Inclining  the  heart,  to  live  in  peaceful,  Heavenly  duty. 
Never  forgetting  the  great,  and  justly,  pure  and  wise  Maker, 
Kindly  bowing  to  Him,  who  is  a  merciful  and  loving  Creator. 

Carnation,  the  Dianathus,  this  beautiful  sweet  flower, 

A  gift  bestowed  through  love  and  executive  power, 

'Round  the  table  sat  the  white  haired  family  of  Father  Time, 

Nothing  to  mar  the  pleasure,  instead  happiness  for  the  mind. 

A  half  hour's  meeting  by  the  executive  board  for  happy  greeting, 
Truly  this  was  a  happy,  peaceful  and  joyous  meeting. 
Invocations  of  thank-offering  for  this  beautiful  home, 
Offered  by  President  Mrs.  Wright,  filled  with  right  spiritual  tone. 
Nothing  so  good,  and  peaceful,  as  the  uplifting  zone. 

Pink,  thou  didst  lie  in  waiting  previous  to  the  bountiful  feast, 
Instrumental  music  accompanied  sweet  songs  of  peace, 
Not  all  in  the  flower  worn,  expressive  of  delight  and  joy, 
Kindness  was  shown,  sweet  as  the  Bartlett  pear,  free  from  alloy. 
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■THE  UNTUJ.U  SORROWS  OV  IJFE. 


MRS.  B.   W.   HATCHEK. 


TH 


AD  i  a  ihousand  tongues  to  tell, 
A  thousand  pens  to  write,  as  well. 

And  all  the  paper  the  world  could  sell, 
I'd  fail  to  tell  the  story. 

Could  every  leaflet,  old  or  new. 
That  ever  in  the  woodlands  grew, 

Become  a  page  in  history  true, 
They  could  not  hold  that  story. 

Had   1  but  wings  at  my  command, 
And  all  the  wealth  in  every  land. 

There  never  could  a  way  be  planned 
To  tell  one  half  the  story. 

Could  all  the  orbs  that  peep  at  night, 

With  every  ray  a  volume  write 
They'd  only  fail  to  reach  the  hcic,dit 

Of  that  one  cruel  story. 

Yet,  every  heart  its  own  must  know  . 

The  sighs  and  tears  that  bow  it  low. 
And  still  'twould  fail  to  tell  the  woe 

Of  its  own  bitter  story. 

Cod  holds  the  balm  within  His  hand, 

'Twas  through  His  love  and  mercy  planned ; 

Go  tell  Him  all,  He'll  understand, 
And  blot  the  saddest  storv. 
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A  LOVE  DREAM. 


ELLEN    BALLANTYRE. 

AM  thinking  of  a  love  dream 

That  I  had  long  years  ago. 
Of  the  bliss  and  how  it  ended, 

You  and   I   alone  may  know. 

Of  those  walks  in  mystic  moonlight, 
Underneath  the  moaning  pines — 

And  we  heeded  not  their  warning, 
We  were  heedless  too,  of  time. 

Never  was  there  such  a  summer, 
Never  stars  shone  quite  so  bright. 

When  was  bird-song  ever  sweeter? 
When  gave  the  sun  such  light? 

All  too  soon  the  dream  was  ended. 

Peace,  be  still,  my  longing  heart ! 
Duty  bade  us  heed  the  warning, 

Fate  decreed  that  we  should  part. 

There's  no  music  in  the  bird-song. 

All  the  flowers  have  lost  their  charm. 

And  the  stars  seem  dim  and  old,  dear. 
And  the  sun  no  longer  warm. 

Fate  has  formed  a  mighty  river, 
Hear  the  troubled  waters  roar ! 

You  are  on  the  other  side,  dear ; 
I  am  standing  on  the  shore. 

As  I  look,  your  arms  you  hold,  dear. 
Out  to  me.     I  dare  not  come. 

Ah !  Dear  Heaven !  Had  fate  been  kinder, 
Their  embrace  would  be  my  home. 

Yes,  'twas  hard — the  bitter  parting; 

Ah !  how  sharp  the  bitter  pain ! 
Life  is  all  a  blank  without  you. 

Shall  we  never  meet  again? 
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THANKSGIVING   TIDE. 


Db 


MIXA    PRALL    KOHLER. 

ILE  high  the  logs  in  the  old  fireplace, 
-And  set  the  tiame  to  blazing, 

Let  its  light  reflect  on  many  a  face 
That  into  its  embers  are  irazinor. 


For  this  is  dear  old  Thanksgiving  day. 

That  blessed   home-gathering  season. 
When  the  children  come  from  far  o'er  the  way, 

And  their  mirth  is  beyontl  all  reason. 

Let  langhter's  good-will  hold  high  sway, 
Dull  care  go  with  flame  up  the  chimney  ; 

May  every  heart  be  light  and  gay. 
And  no  home  smiles  shine  dimly. 

Home  and  hearth,  hearts  united, 

Heaven  comes  down  our  bliss  to  share. 

In  sending  the  spirits  of  our  loved  ones  invited, 
To  come  and  fill  the  vacant  chair. 

Heaven  and  earth,  dead  and  living. 

Unite  at  the  old  homestead  today. 
No  wonder  we  our  thanks  are  giving. 

While  the  dead  come  back  and  fhe  living  stay 

Hold  the  day  long,  and  be  slow  to  wander 
Away  from  its  influence  strange  and  sweet. 

Take  it  through  life  and  none  of  it  squander, 
Making  you  for  the  world  more  meto. 
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A  LOVE  DREAM. 


ELLEN    BALLANTYRE. 

AM  thinking  of  a  love  dream 

That  I  had  long  years  ago. 
Of  the  bliss  and  how  it  ended, 

You  and  I  alone  may  know. 

Of  those  walks  in  mystic  moonlight. 
Underneath  the  moaning  pines — 

And  we  heeded  not  their  warning. 
We  were  heedless  too,  of  time. 

Never  was  there  such  a  summer, 
Never  stars  shone  quite  so  bright. 

When  was  bird-song  ever  sweeter? 
W^hen  gave  the  sun  such  light? 

All  too  soon  the  dream  was  ended. 

Peace,  be  still,  my  longing  heart ! 
Duty  bade  us  heed  the  warning. 

Fate  decreed  that  we  should  part. 

There's  no  music  in  the  bird-song, 

All  the  flowers  have  lost  their  charm. 

And  the  stars  seem  dim  and  old,  dear, 
And  the  sun  no  longer  warm. 

Fate  has  formed  a  mighty  river, 
Hear  the  troubled  waters  roar  ! 

You  are  on  the  other  side,  dear ; 
I  am  standing  on  the  shore. 

As  I  look,  your  arms  you  hold,  dear, 
Out  to  me.     I  dare  not  come. 

Ah !  Dear  Heaven !  Had  fate  been  kinder, 
Their  embrace  would  be  my  home. 

Yes,  'twas  hard — the  bitter  parting; 

Ah !  how  sharp  the  bitter  pain ! 
Life  is  all  a  blank  without  you. 

Shall  we  never  meet  asrain  ? 
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THANKSGIVING  TIDE. 


MI.VA   PRALI,   KOHLER. 


11^ 


ILE  high  the  logs  in  the  old  fireplace, 
And  set  the  tlanie  to  blazing, 

Let  its  light  retiect  on  manv  a  face 
That  into  its  embers  are  gazing. 


For  this  is  dear  old  Thanksgiving  day. 
That   blessed   home-gathering  season. 

\\  hen  the  children  come  from  far  o'er  the  way. 
And  their  mirth  is  beyond  all  reason. 

Let  laughter's  good-will  hold  high  sway, 
Dull  care  go  with  flame  up  the  chimney  ; 

May  every  heart  be  light  and  gay. 
And  no  home  smiles  shine  dimly. 

Home  and  hearth,  hearts  united, 

Heaven  comes  down  our  bliss  to  share. 

In  sending  the  spirits  of  our  loved  ones  invited. 
To  come  and  fill  the  vacant  chair. 

Heaven  and  earth,  dead  and  living. 

Unite  at  the  old  homestead  today. 
No  wonder  we  our  thanks  are  giving. 

While  the  dead  come  back  and  the  living  stay. 

Hold  the  day  long,  and  be  slow  to  wander 
Away  from  its  influence  strange  and  sweet. 

Take  it  through  life  and  none  of  it  squander, 
Making  you  for  the  world  more  mete. 


GEMS     OF     POESY 


.  O,  PAPA,  WAKEN  MAMMA,  PLEASE. 
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PLAYFORD     HELMICK. 

NE  gentle  moonlight  night, 

In  a  little  cottage  by  the  way. 
Was  a  sad  and  lonely  heart ; 

For  his  darling  wife  had  passed  away. 
He  bade  her  goodbye,  as  he  pushed  back  a  curl, 

Which  on  her  white  brow  lay — 
"John,  take  good  care  of  our  baby  girl !" 

Then  they  heard  the  little  one  say. 

Chorus : 

"Oh,  papa,  waken  mamma,  please, 
And  ask  Avhere  my  dolly  is. 
And  my  little  kitten,  too. 
Awaken  her,  Oh  please,  w^on't  you !" 

Next  day  a  mother  in  silence  lay 

While  you  could  hear  a  child  softly  say, 
"No,  Papa,  let  her  sleep  just  a  while; 

I  know  she  will  wake  with  a  pleasant  smile; 
For  my  mamma  is  so  nice  to  see. 

She  makes  my  dolly's  clothes  for  me. 
I  wonder  where  my  kitty  is  today, 

She  surely  must  have  run  awav." 
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FLOWERS,  THE  EMBLEM  OF  LIFE. 


XL 


WINSLOW   HOLMES. 

HE  flowers  whicli  grow  in  our  garden 
Are  as  briglit  and  as  fair  as  can  be, 

All  fashions  and  sizes  and  colors 
( )f  the  rainbow — I  plainly  can  see. 

They  hold  out  their  petals,  and  tempt  me 
To  pluck  every  one :  they're  so  rare ; 

And  sometimes  I  wonder  how  came  they 
So  l)cautiful.  ex(|uisitely   fair. 

r.ut  our  Father  Who  fashioned  them  all, 
He  Who  gave  them  to  us  in  Mis  love, 

Gave  us  more  in  the  gift  of  His  Son, 

Who  brings  light  to  our  souls  from  above. 

The  flowers,  a  beautiful  emblem. 

Of  God's  love,  which  He  gives  to  us  here, 
Tells  us  tliat  we  are  as  the  flowers. 

We  fade,  and  the  t'ud  draweth  near. 

In  the  morning  of  life  we  are  buds. 

Rut  at  noonday,  are  all  in  full  bloom, 
.\t  evening,  we  fold  up  (jur  petals. 

At  niijht  arc  laid  awav  in  the  lomb. 
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DREAMS. 


EDm    C.    EDD. 
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J  my  heart's  throne,  the  future  queen. 

My  eyes,  as  yet,  have  never  seen. 
Still  in  my  dreams  I  see  her  face, 
So  plain  I  could  her  picture  trace. 
Sparkling  eyes,  and  glossy  hair. 
Rosy  cheeks  and  lips  so  fair. 
Eily-white  her  pure,  clear  brow — 
(Which  I  long  to  kiss  right  now  !) 

Oh !  how  real  it  seems 

When  one  dreams 

A  night  dream ! 

'Twas  Sunday  morn — I  chanced  to  stray 
Into  the  woodlands  which  nearby  lay, 
Pondering  over  my  dream-bride  fair. 
Her  of  the  night  black  eyes  and  hair. 
I  held  her  in  a  close  embrace, 
I  pressed  a  kiss  on  her  blushing  face ; 
Cupid  my  heart  then  did  enthrall 
But  alas !  'twas  an  idle  dream,  that's  all. 

Still  how  real  it  seems 

When  one  dreams 

A  dav  dream ! 
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AX  HX'ExXIXG  riCTl'RE. 


H 


JOHN   P.   DAVF.RN. 

X  cvi'iiing^  picture  fills  the  Western  blue, 
Surpassins^  all  the  earthly  landscape  scenes; 

Great  hills  all  j^ilded  in  a  Heavenly  hue, 
And  beauty  crijuninj^  the  deep  ravines. 

High  up  it  lies  above  the  (piiet  land. 
Encircled  bv  the  eveninj^'s  balniv  air. 

As  if  some  Heavenly  one.  si>nie  angel's  hand, 
For  mortal  man's  delight,  has  sketched  it  there. 

().  God.  is  this  an  eml)lem  of  Thy  love— - 

This  picture  sketched  against  tiie  airy  dome? 

Or  emblematic  of  Thy  realms  above. 

Which  men  delight  to  call  their   future  home? 

It  is  too  great  for  mortal  man  to  know — 

.\  mystery  we  cannot  comprehend. 
Till  man  shall  leave  this  dwelling  place  below, 

\\  hen  care  and  sorrow  of  this  w<irld  shall  end. 
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MUSIC. 


ADAUNB    F.    ALOIS. 

USIC,  lovely  music,  truly  I  adore  thee, 
_      Deep  within  my  heart,  thy  melody  doth  lie  ; 
How  can  I  ever  speak  whilst  thou  art  ever  telling, 

Telling  of  the  wonders  of  earth  and  sea  and  sky. 

Music,  sweetest  music,  may'st  thou  always  charm  me, 
Stay  thou  oft'  with  me,  nor  lose  thy  magic  spell; 

Thou  can'st  always  soothe,  for  never  did'st  thou  harm  me, 
Ever  I'd  be  dreaming  and  of  thy  sweetness  tell. 

Music,  heavenly  music,  can'st  thou  feel  the  rapture, 
That  within  my  soul,  thine  influence  hath  shed? 

Dost  thou  know  the  joy,  or  shall  I  wake  hereafter. 
Gladdened  bv  thv  memory,  ere  yet  my  spirit  fled? 
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THE  WILLOW  AND  THE  PINE. 


KOCHELLE    MARTINIERE. 


m 


J'"..\R  the  lovely  Swannanoa, 

Where  the  great  trees  cast  their  shadows,- 
Smihng-  at  their  own  reflections 
Tn  the  clear  and  rippHng  water, 
Lived  a  free  child  of  the  woodland, 
From  beyond  the  Swannanoa 
Came  a  hunter  oi  the  forest. 
Free  child?     Ah,  no  longer  free  child! 
For,  across  the  Swannanoa, 
Stretched  the  great  arms  of  the  hunter, 
When  he  saw  the  Indian  maiden, 
Dreaming  by  the  murm'ring  water. 
Then  the  heart  of  Chief  Powhattan, 
Hating  deep  the  forest  hunter. 
Swore  the  troth  of  these  two  lovers 
Never  should  be  consummated. 
Standing  there  beside  the  water, 
Arms  outstretched  as  if  to  clasp  her. 
Did  the  great  Chief  find  his  daughter. 
Raised  his  arms  as  if  to  slay  her. 

Then  the  Spirit,  in  great  i)ity. 
Changed  her  to  a  weeping  willow, 
And  the  hunter  to  a  pine  tree. 
Stretching  arms  across  the  water 
To  embrace  her  whom  he  longed  for. 
Lifting  high  his  weeping  willow 
To  the  glory  of  the  sunlight. 
Plighted  they  their  love  eternal. 

So  they  toll,  should  man  woo  maiden 
'Neath  the  green  pine  and  the  willow. 
All  their  vows  shall  be  eternal, 
Perfect,  deathless  and  unchanging. 
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BACK  AGAIN  TO  DAYS  OF  TUI.Y. 


PETER     H.     MELANDER. 


♦iji^ACK  again  to  days  of  July, 


vV'ith  thanks  to  Him,  my  thoughts  will  fly. 
To  their  splendor  well  portray. 
Am  I  able,  yea  or  nay? 

To  thy  glory,  month  of  July, 
All  is  music  far  and  nigh ; 
I  don't   fear  my  thoughts'  reply. 
If  but  praise  it  does  imply. 

And  the  birds  in  rosy  sky — 
They  do  chant  of  month  July — 
Of  that  longing  in  my  heart ; 
Not  to  relax,  not  to  depart. 

Not  to  depart  from  days  so  bright, 
July  loth,  month  of  pure  delight; 
Not  to  linger  but  to  try, 
To  remember  days  of  July. 
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FOUND. 


MRS.    ELIZABETH    MORRIS. 


WALKED  through  a  palace,  rich  and  grand, 
With  taste  and  elegance  on  every  hand, 

Exotic  plants  and  music  fine, 

Choicest  food  and  rarest  wine. 

Servants,  footmen,  pages  and  all. 
For  the  guests,  came  forth  at  beck  and  call : 
But  on  no  face  as  I  glanced  around 
Were  anywhere  peace  and  contentment  found. 

I  walked  through  a  cottage,  within  whose  door 

Were  furnishings  scant  and  very  poor ; 

But  the  flowers  fresh  from  the  roadside  brought 
Were  bright  and  with  God's   own  sunshine  fraught. 

No  servants  were  there  but  in  innocent  glee 
The  baby  cooed  on  mother's  knee : 

And  I  read  in  their  faces,  passing  fair, 

Peace  and  contentment  written  there. 


,8  GEMS     OF     POESY 


A  KITCHEN  MELODY. 


S.    A.    SMITH. 
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O  my  kitchen,  while  I  work, 

Comes  the  echo  of  a  song, 
And  I  pause,  to  catch  the  words 

Echoing  so  loud  and  strong. 
Smiles  pass  o'er  my  time-worn  face, 

'Tis  a  song  of  love  and  joy, 
'Tis  a  mother  young  and  fair. 

Singing  to  her  baby  boy. 

Then  1  look  across  the  way. 

Through  another  kitchen  door, 
Listening  while  she  sings  at  work, 

Singing  sweetly,  o'er  and  o'er, 
"Darhng,  I'll  be  growing  old, 

And  my  hair  be  turning  grey. 
Holy  angels,  guard  my  child. 

Life  is  fading  fast  away." 

Then  my  heart  goes  out  to  her. 

In  the  other  kitchen  there, 
And  I  pray  her  hopeful  heart 

May  not  suffer  blight  or  care. 
May  she  sing  away  the  years, 

Carefree  as  she  is  today  ;     - 
While  she  sings  of  growing  old 

And  her  hair  be  turning  grey  1 

Sympathetic,  sweet  and  strong. 

Comes  the  melody  to  me. 
Life  is  bright  and  fair  for  her 

With  her  babe  upon  her  knee. 
Are  her  feelings  touched,  does  she 

Hear  a  sigh  across  the  way. 
That  she  sings  of  growing  old 

And  her  hair  be  turning  grey? 
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'NEATH  THE  WILLOWS. 


*m 


MISS    WILUE    MERRICK. 

EATH  willoAV  bowers,  I  sit  for  hcurs, 
And  watch  the  small  fish  play, 

Until  the  people  often  say, 
I'm  dreaming  life  away. 

It's  pleasant  to  be  dreaming, 

On  a  sultry  summer  day. 
'Neath  the  shadow  of  the  willow, 

Where  the  baby  fishes  play. 

When  the  sky  is  low  and  hazy, 
And  the  sun  is  shining  hot, 

There  is  nothing  half  so  pleasant 
As  some  quiet  shady  spot. 

Where  the  waters  softly  ripple, 

At  every  little  breeze. 
And  you  hear  the  mournful  rustle 

Of  the  weeping  willow  leaves. 

Though  I  do  not  call  it  dreaming, 
When  I'm  out  among  the  trees, 

Viewing  all  the  things  of  nature. 
I  am  doing  as  I  please. 
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RECOMPENSE. 


(5 


J.   WILFRED   LE  BLANC. 

IVE  a  pleasant  word, 

And  wear  a  merry  smile ; 
Scorn  not  this  weary  world, 

Be  happy  all  the  while. 

Think  of  things  that  are, 

And  not  of  things  that  were, 

For  what  has  passed,  you  saw. 
Will  roam  some  place  but  here. 

Give  truth  in  every  blessing. 

Be  noble,  brave  and  true, 
So  others,  in  their  blessings, 

Will  do  the  same  as  you. 

Help  them  all  to  listen — 

The  old,  the  young  and  gay ; 

Then  life's  clouds  for  you  will  vanish, 
And  soon  will  dawn  a  brighter  day. 

Drift  out  of  seeming  darkness. 
And  hold  God's  love  and  grace ; 

For  the  only  joy  and  gladness 
Is  to  meet  Him  face  to  face. 

Ask  Him  now  to  guide  us. 
In  this  midst  of  sin  and  crime ; 

Ask  Him  now  to  help  us 

To  improve  this  present  time. 

Beg  of  Him  to  lighten 

This  cloud  of  doubt  and  sin  ; 

Beg  of  Him  to  brighten 

The  thought  that  lies  within. 

No  doubt  that  He  will  listen 

To  the  prayer  that  you'll  commence ; 

And  soon  for  you  will  glisten, 
A  loving  Recompense. 
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THE  MAINE  AVENGED. 


Emma  s.  dobson. 


ir 


N  the  midst  of  a  deadly  circle, 

With  banners  floating  high, 
True  sample  of  daring  courage, 

Beneath  the  midnight  sky. 
Our  gallant  fleet  was  waiting ; 

But  nine  vessels  numbered  all ; 
Each  brave  soldier  stood  ready 

Awaiting  the  captain's  call. 

Hark !  'Tis  the  sound  of  cannon 

Trained  from  the  forts  of  Spain  ; 
But  instead  of  an  answer^  the  echo 

Came  faintly.  "Remember  the  Maine." 
A  few  stray  shots  from  the  Spanish  fleet. 

And  then  came  a  lull  and  a  roar; 
For  fully  an  hour  the  battle  raged. 

Ere  the  ships  could  be  seen  from  the  shore. 

Ah !  the  firing  has  ceased — it  is  over. 

And  cheer  after  cheer  rends  the  sky ; 
Our  nine  ships  are  still  proudly  standing, 

Our  colors  still  floating  on  high. 
The  Cavite  forts  they  have  silenced. 

'Neath  the  waters  the  Spanish  fleet  lay ; 
Our  flag  proudly  floats  o'er  Manila, 

And  our  fleet  anchored  safe  in  the  Bav. 


22  GEMS     OF    POES^ 


A  LEGEND  OF  ST.  PETER. 


ROSE    L.    BATES. 
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T.  Peter  stood  at  the  Heavenly  gate, 

His  mission,  as  you  well  know 
Was  to  give  each  entering  pilgrim 

The  home  earned  while  belov/. 

A  prond  and  imperious  dame  came  in ; 

St.  Peter  stood  fairly  abashed, 
For  knowing  the  life  she  on  earth  had  led, 

He  knew  how  her  hopes  would  be  dashed. 

He  forthwith  marshaled  her  down  the  street. 

Past  mansions  lofty  and  grand, 
Till  he  reached  a  poor  little  cottage 

And  said  with  a  wave  of  his  hand, — 

"There,  n'ladam,  your  future  home  behold !" 

She  turned  on  him  with  scorn, 
And  said,  "St.  Peter,  when  on  the  Earth, 

I  was  wealthy  and  nobly  born." 

"Madam,  that  palace  belongs  to  Brown." 
"To  Brown!"  she  cried,  "Not  he! 

Why  he  was  poor  and  lowly  born, 
And  long  a  servant  to  me." 

"Ah !  yes,  but  his  life  with  kindly  deeds 

Was  filled  from  day  to  day, 
While  you  from  want  and  sorrow 

Turned  scornfully  away." 

So,  if  only  for  self  your  life  is  spent. 
But  small  your  portion  in  Heaven, 

The  Father  in  loving  kindness  will  see 
That  to  each  one  is  given, 

A  reward  according  to  merit, 

And  the  books  are  honestly  kept. 

Don't  think  that  one  petty  meanness 
Was  o'erlooked  while  St.  Peter  slept. 
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LITTLE  DOROTHY. 


MATTIE   TOBIAS    BENSON. 


♦ft^LEST  infant  sweet,  thy  tiny  feet 
*J>^r      Have  reached  the  realm  of  light; 

While  here  we  grope,  bright  Star  of  Hope, 
Illume  our  darksome  niirht! 


Thou  did'st  not  think,  e'er  on  the  brink 
Of  death's  lone,  mystic  tide; 

For  in  thy  dream,  a  pleasant  stream 
Was  flowing  at  thy  side. 

Its  sullen  roar  sweeps  many  a  shore, 

And  with  relentless  grasp ; 
While  angels  weep,  its  torrents  steep 

Unwilling  mortals'  clasp. 

For  thee  it  spread  o'er  flow'ry  mead, 

In  sunlight  flashing  fair ; 
In  sylvan  glade  it  sought  the  shade 

And  lo !  thou  traced  it  there. 

This  purling  stream  pursued  thy  dream, 

Kept  calling  thee  to  come. 
Thou,  ere  we  knew,  was  lost  to  view, 

For  it  has  borne  thee  Home. 
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SOME  DAY,  SOMEWHERE. 


RUTH   EZZADO   STONE. 
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OAlE  day,  somewhere,  I  know  not  when — 
Dear  friends,  I  know  we'll  meet  again ; 
And  in  reunion  pure  and  sweet 
We'll  worship  at  our  Saviour's  feet. 

It  may  not  be  till  that  blest  hour 

When  God  shall  come  in  all  His  power ; 

When  earth's  long  night  shall  pass  away. 

Dissolved  into  eternal  day. 

But  Oh !  the  joy  of  that  blest  meeting. 
Saviour,  friends  and  loved  ones  greeting ! 
The  trials  of  life  will  all  be  o'er, 
And  pain  and  grief  we'll  know  no  more. 

And  Oh !  how  happy  we  will  be 

Through  all  that  long  eternity ! 

For  there  dear  friends  shall  never  part, 
And  love  and  joy  will  fill  each  heart. 

O,  blessed  day,  the  heart's  desire ! 

It  sets  my  very  soul  on  fire 

To  know  that  friends  can  meet  again, 
Some  day,  somewhere — I  know  not  when. 
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FREE. 


XL 


WILL   BARROWS. 

HE  sun  had  set  in  a  troubled  sky. 
And  a  wiml  from  the  Arctic  tide 

Caused  me  to  shudder,  and  hurry  on 
To  the  cheer  of  my  fireside. 

I  heard  the  hum  of  factory  wheels 

And  I  turned  my  face  to  see 
A  glaring  light  through  open  doors 

And  an  hundred  toilers  free. 

And  they  were  children,  one  and  all 

Their  faces  told  a  tale 
Of  cheerless  homes  with  want  in  league 

With  every  winter  gale. 

Free  to  eat  of  the  mouldy  crust, 

And  free  to  rgst  in  the  cold. 
While  their  sweat  and  blood  of  the  day  before 

Was  counted  in  yellow  gold. 

That  night,  I  dreamed  of  a  people  free, 

And  I  dreamed  of  a  prison  cell; 
And  I  dreamed  it  was  built  of  yellow  gold, 

In  the  gloomiest  depths  of  hell. 
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SOME  DAY,  SOMEWHERE. 


RUTH   EZZADO   STONE. 


S 


OME  day,  somewhere,  I  know  not  when — 
Dear  friends,  I  know  we'll  meet  again ; 
And  in  reunion  pure  and  sweet 
We'll  worship  at  our  Saviour's  feet. 

It  may  not  be  till  that  blest  hour 

When  God  shall  come  in  all  His  power ; 

When  earth's  long  night  shall  pass  away, 

Dissolved  into  eternal  day. 

But  Oh !  the  joy  of  that  blest  meeting, 
Saviour,  friends  and  loved  ones  greeting ! 
The  trials  of  life  will  all  be  o'er. 
And  pain  and  grief  we'll  know  no  more. 

And  Oh !  how  happy  we  will  be 

Through  all  that  long  eternity ! 

For  there  dear  friends  shall  never  part, 
And  love  and  joy  will  fill  each  heart. 

O,  blessed  day,  the  heart's  desire ! 

It  sets  my  very  soul  on  fire 

To  know  that  friends  can  meet  again, 
Some  day,  somewhere — I  know  not  when. 
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FREE. 
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WILL   BARROWS. 

HE  sun  had  set  in  a  troubled  sky, 
\nd  a  wiml  from  the  Arctic  tide 

Caused  me  to  shudder,  and  hurry  on 
To  the  cheer  of  my  fireside. 

I  heard  the  hum  of  factory  wheels 

And  I  turned  my  face  to  see 
A  glaring  light  through  open  doors 

And  an  hundred  toilers  free. 

And  they  were  children,  one  and  all 

Their  faces  told  a  tale 
Of  cheerless  homes  with  want  in  league 

With  every  winter  gale. 

Free  to  eat  of  the  mouldy  crust. 

And  free  to  rgst  in  the  cold. 
While  their  sweat  and  blood  of  the  day  before 

Was  counted  in  yellow  gold. 

That  night,  I  dreamed  of  a  people  free, 

And  I  dreamed  of  a  prison  cell; 
And  I  dreamed  it  was  built  of  yellow  gold, 

In  the  gloomiest  depths  of  hell. 
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MAN— THE  ARCHITECT. 
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BELLA  IRENE  MARTIN, 

H !  builder  of  that  house  so  grand 
i\ote  well,  the  architectural  plan, 
How  every  item  is  defined, 
Before  thy  work  begins. 

Oh !  youth  so  noble  and  so  grand, 
Thou  builder  of  the  soul,  the  mind, 
The  heart  and  character  of  thine, 
The  world  is  moved  at  thy  command, 
And  doth  so  much  of  thee  demand. 

Note  well  thy  great  Creator's  plan 

Before  thy  work  begin. 

The  great  example  He  hath  given 

To  guide  men's  soul  aright  towards  Heaven. 

If  thou  would  build  so  grdat  and  grand 

A  life  and  character  to  stand, 

Thou  must  begin  at  Jesus'  feet 

To  learn  the  lessons  short  and  sweet. 

In  every  daily  task  of  thine. 
The  service  that  thou  doth  mankind. 
Will  be  recorded  on  the  page  of  time 
And  make  one  wholly  perfect  life  sublime 
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A  MOTHER'S  VIGIL. 


ESTHER    WILDER. 
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WATlH  by  the  shores  of  the  sea, 

And  my  eyes  are  filled  with  tears,   . 
For  I  think  of  my  boy  on  the  ocean  blue, 

Whom  I  have  not  seen  for  years ; 
While  the  sun  sinks  low  in  the  crimson  west, 

And  heralds  the  close  of  day, 
My  heart  is  sad  for  my  sailor  lad, 

Who  has  gone  so  far  away. 

The  days  and  months  as  they  go 

Are  lengthening  out  into  years ; 
But  the  messages  sweet  that  are  sent  to  greet 

The  loved  ones  allay  all  fears ; 
While  the  sun  sinks  low  in  the  crimson  west 

And  heralds  the  close  of  day, 
Still  my  heart  is  sad  for  my  sailor  lad 

Who  has  gone  so  far  away. 

I  watch  by  the  shore  of  the  sea 

And  my  heart  is  filled  with  joy, 
For  the  restless  tide  flows  far  and  wide 

To  bring  me  back  my  boy. 
And  as  the  sun  sinks  low  in  the  crimson  west, 

And  heralds  the  close  of  day, 
My  heart  is  glad  for  my  sailor  lad 

Is  coming  home  today. 
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MY  TALENT. 

MRS.  AMANDA  THOMPSON. 

WOULD  not  seek  to  hide  the  precious  gift, 
Borne  to  me  from  the  presence  of  my  King ; 

I  dare  not  sever  truest  chord  which  Hfts 

My  heart  and  soul  to  heights  where  I  can  sing. 

I  cannot  hang  the  harp  that  soothes  each  wave 
Of  disappointment's  bitter,  constant  stream, 

And  helps  me  through  each  crisis  to  be  brave 
In  purpose  as  in  deed  as  I  may  seem. 

Blest  conscience,  fed  with  God's  own  essence  sweet. 
Folds  not  a  napkin  round  the  manna  given, 

More  dear  than  any  semblance  of  life's  meat, 
Because  it  reaches  earth  direct  from  Heaven. 

I  pine  not  for  the  earth's  uncounted  wealth, 
Which  garbs  the  surface  of  the  life  of  those 

Who  never  know  what  brings  the  soul  bright  health 
And  gracious  beauty  which  forever  flows. 

Though  I  be  toiling  in  some  place  obscure, 
I'll  still  enjoy  the  morning's  freshest  flower. 

And  see  a  glory  in  the  lilies  pure, 

Surpassing  all  vain  pomp  of  worldly  power. 

With  nature  and  its  Author's  word  of  peace. 
Whose  clasp  my  fingers  eagerly  undo, 

O,  hence  my  aspirations  cannot  cease, 
Forever,  I'll  be  gaining  something  new ! 
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THE  YOUNG  LOVERS. 
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MRS.   VERNER  A.  AUSTIN. 

MAIDEN  fair  with  golden  hair, 

A  boy  with  eyes  of  brown — 

They  were  lovers  tried  and  true; 

But  both  were  rather  young ; 

The  maiden's  eyes  were  full  of  tears, 

As  to  him  she  did  say, 

*'My  father  bids  us  wait  for  years, 

You  had  better  go  away !" 

He  drew  her  close  into  his  arms, 

And  kissed  her  tear-dimmed  eyes, 

And,  as  he  looked  into  her  face. 

He  made  her  this  reply : 

Chorus : 

"Darling,  1  know  I  must  leave  you, 
Although  it  causes  me  pain ; 
But  do  not  let  this  grieve  you ; 
I'll  soon  be  home  again. 
Put  your  hand  in  mine,  Love, 
Look  up  in  my  face. 
Let  me  see  a  smile,  dear, 
On  that  loving  face. 

Years  have  passed  away,  and 

They  have  older  grown, 

The  father  is  willing  they  should  wed, 

When  her  lover  comes  back  home. 

One  day  as  she  stood  by  the  window, 

Watching  the  people  pass. 

Her  mind  wandered  back  to  the  old  days, 

When  she  was  a  younger  lass. 

When  a  step  is  heard  in  the  hallway. 

And  he  is  standing  by  her  side. 

And,  as  she  looks  up  in  his  face. 

Pier  lover  made  this  reply: — (Cho.) 
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THE  EVENING  WIND. 


VESTA   V.    OHLINGER. 


XL 


HE  wind  from  the  west,  as  so  swiftly  it  passes, 

Brings  to  me  tidings  of  you; 
It  touches  the  leaves,  and  then  rustles  the  grasses, 
And  makes  the  flowers  nod  all  in  bright  colored  masses, 

The  red  mingles  in  with  the  blue. 

It  stirs  the  pine  needles,  then  downward  descending. 

It  comes  to  my  ears  sweet  and  low ; 
And  borne  on  its  pinions,  a  musical  blending 
Of  voices  I  hear,  and  it  seems  that  you're  sending 

A  message  of  love  to  me  now. 

It  shakes  off  the  rose-petals,  on  the  grass  making 

A  soft,  fragrant,  covering  of  white ; 
Then  goes  to  the  jasmine,  which  gently  awaking. 
Unfolds  its  sweet  star-fiowers,  and  dewdrops  betaking, 

Its  buds  open  out  thro'  the  night. 

The  bright  yellow  primroses,  whispering  and  growing, 

Wait  for  the  wind  to  come  by; 
And,  evening  come,  eagf^rly  long  for  it,  knowing 
Its  tender  kiss  on  each  fair  bud  bestowing, 

Will  open  them  out  to  the  sky. 

But  sweeter  than  all  of  its  tender  confidings 

To  the  flowers,  as  it  passes  above, 
Is  the  message  from  you  in  which  faith  is  abiding. 
And  which  is  to  me  the  dearest  of  tidings, 

For  I  know  that  it  brings  me  your  love. 
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REWARD. 


ULLIE   L.    KESIAH. 


t 


N  the  world  of  toil  and  hurry, 
Many,  tired,  fain  would  rest, 

Could  they  but  forget  to  worry. 
Could  they  only  think  it  best. 

But  an  impulse  seems  to  whisper, 
Like  a  strain  from  some  sweet  song, 

"Struggle  on  and  win  the  victory ; 
Strive  for  right  and  stifle  wrong." 

And,  amid  the  smoke  of  battle, 
None  can  see  the  golden  wand 

Shaping  out  our  lives  before  us, 
Fitting  us  for  "just  beyond." 

But  we  turn  for  help  to  Heaven, 

As  a  flower  to  the  Sun, 
Listening  for  that  grand  approval, 

"Faithful  service  thou  hast  done." 
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THE  OLD  SONGS. 
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MRS.   M.  BAILEY  LAWSON. 

H  !  sing  me  a  song  of  "Home,  Sweet  Home," 

Soft  and  low, 

Sweet  and  slow. 
For  I've  wandered  far,  I've  wandered  long. 

And  I'm  so  weary. 

And  life's  so  dreary, 
And  there's  no  place  'neath  heaven's  blue  dome 
So  dear  to  my  heart  as  "Home,  Sweet  Home." 

Oh  !  sing  of  the  "Old  Oaken  Bucket"  again, 

Soft  and  low, 

Sweet  and  slow ; 
Let  me  hear  again  the  sweet  refrain ; 

For  the  way  is  dreary. 

And  I'm   so  weary. 
I  think  I  can  hear  the  creak  of  the  chain 
That  drew  "The  Old  Oaken  Bucket"  again. 

Oh !  sing  again  of  "My  Ain  Fireside," 

Soft  and  low. 

Sweet  and  slow ; 
For  the  way  is  long,  and  the  world  is  wide. 

And  I'm  so  weary, 

And  life's  so  dreary, 
And  I  do  pray  I  soon  m^y  be 
But  "Mv  Ain  Fireside,"  in  "Mv  Ain  Countrie." 
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TODAY  AND  TOMORROW. 


MARY   C.   BLACKBURN. 


ma 


a  bear  the  cross  today,  clear; 

Tomorrow  "twill  be  lifted. 
The  clouds  are  thick  today,  dear ; 

Tomorrow  they'll  be  rifted. 

We  moan,  and  sigh  today,  dear; 

Tomorrow  comes  the  singing. 
The  sorrow's  keen  today,  dear ; 

Tomorrow,  joy-bells  ringing. 

This  life  is  but  today,  dear; 

Eternity's  tomorrow ; 
We  bear  the  cross  today,  dear ; 

And  rest  in  sweet  tomorrow. 
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THE  CHRISTMAS  STORY. 


J' 


BEN    WEU). 

ROM  a  little  hamlet  o-f  ages  ago 

Comes  the  story  I  should  like  you  to  know, — 

Of  one  whose  birth  was  the  New  Birth  of  all 

From  sin  and  darkness  and  our  awful  thrall ; 

Ages  had  waited  the  Story  to  learn, 

And  the  people  knew  not  to  whom  to  turn. 

For  men's  hearts  were  burdened,  heavy  and  sad. 

Nothing  could  seemingly  make  them  glad. 

But  one  fair  night,  in  Bethlehem  town. 
Where  were  neither  riches  nor  great  renown. 
Was  heard  the  Story  I  now  wish  to  relate, 
Of  one  who  cherished  neither  wrong  nor  hate. 
The  angel-chorus,  the  Story  had  sung. 
With  a  harmony  more  than  human  tongue. 
Shepherds,  'neath  the  dome  of  Judea's  sky. 
Gazed  in  wonder — who  and  what,  where  and  why? 

Wise  men  from  the  Far  East  his  star  had  seen. 
With  its  unknown  way  and  Heavenly  gleam. 
They  followed  in  wonder,  rev'rence  and  fear. 
And  came  without  voice  of  prophet  or  seer ; 
When  lo !  a  swcr^t  angel  face  hid  within, 
Not  a  mansion  of  wealth,  but  just  an  inn ; 
In  the  Chili's  face  was  the  image  divine. 
And  gold  and  incense  were  given  in  fine. 

The  big,  old  world  was  still  sleeping  in  sin. 

With  no  tho't  of  the  Era  now  to  begin. 

The  Roman  had  conquered — raised  his  ensign 

Over  all  lands,  including  Palestine  ; 

But  a  new  era  had  dawned  on  our  world. 

And  a  New  Banner  was  to  be  unfurl'd. 

Now  our  story's  too  great  for  tongue  or  j^en, 

And  proclaims,  "Peace  on  Earth,  Good  Will  to  Men. 


GEMSOF     POESY  35 


i[ 


SEA  REFLECTIONS. 


EMJAH    B.    DUNKEV. 


STOOD  on  the  shore  at  twilight. 

Of  a  rough  and  turbulent  sea; 

And  its  roar,  with  approaching  darkness, 

Held  a  strange  fascination  for  me. 

For,  while  pausing  in  deep  reflection, 

Quite  oblivious  to  passing  time, 

1  thought  of  the  wondrous  mysteries    ■ 

That  lay  hidden  beneath  the  brine. 

I  thought  of  the  wrath  of  the  billows, 

Of  their  cruel  and  merciless  dash. 

Of  the  homes  and  hearts  they  had  blighted. 

And  the  souls  that  were  lost  in  their  grasp. 

I  thought  how  awe-inspiring, 

As  it  rolls  from  land  to  land, 

And  yet  withal  so  beautiful. 

Is  the  work  of  the  Master's  hand. 

When,  lo !  the  wind  subsided. 
The  heaving  billows  fell; 
The  moon  rose  in  its  splendor, 
All  calm  and  serene  and  still. 
The  silvery  stars  were  shedding 
Their  radiance  far  and  wide. 
And  a  glorious  night  had  followed 
In  the  wake  of  the  rough  eventide. 


36  GEMS     OF     POESY 


SWEET  SIXTEEN. 
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ADA    SIMONS    ROGERS..       , 

HE  half-opened  rose, 
The  more  richly  glows, 

When  blent  with  the  bud's  graceful  foldings, 
And  woman's  fair  face 
Wears  win:;omest  grace 

Ere  it  loses  its  childish  moldings. 

T)ie  maiden  fair, 

Is  now  standing  where 

Her  life  takes  a  solemner  meaning, 
Of  dangers  to  dare, 
Of  burdens  to  bear, 

And  harvests  awaiting  her  gleaning. 

With  childhood  just  done. 
And  the  rising  sun 

Of  womanhood  gilding  her  future. 
At  sweet  sixteen. 
There's  a  golden  sheen, 

Of  fancy  transforming  all  nature. 

The  approaching  years 

Veil  trials  and  tears,  • 

And  show  but  their  gladness  and  beauty ; 
And  the  dream  is  half  true 
For  the  girl  who  will  do. 

All  her  woman's  life,  woman's  whole  duty. 

For  sweetness  and  joy, 
Unmixed  with  alloy 

On  the  handmaid  of  duty  wait  'ever ; 
And  the  dreams  which  I  ween, 
All  indulge  at  sixteen. 

Find  fruition  alone  through  endeavor. 
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LULLAP.Y. 

WYNNE    BEAGLE. 

W'lLHil  \T  is  (lro])pino-  her  curtain  of  nii^ht. 
So  hurry  up,  baby,  and  shut  your  eyes  tight. 

Before  the  big"  white  moon  peeps  out  of  the  sky. 

And  sees  mamma  still  singing  her  sweet  lullaby. 

The  little  dumb  creatures  asleep  in  the  grass 
Are  almost  as  "comfy"  as  this  little  lass ; 

So  be  Mama's  pilgrim  and  go  fast  asleep ; 

Shut  your  eyes,  baby— a  watch  I  will  keep. 

Rock-a-bye,  hush-a-bye,  Mama  is  near ; 

Shut  your  eyes,  baby,  there's  nothing  to  fear; 

To  dreamland  we'll  journey,  no  bridges  to  break- 
•   So  rock-a-bve,  babv,  at  dawn  you'll  awake. 


38  GEMS     OF     POESY 


LONGING. 
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HARRIETTE  A.    MCCREEDY. 

ID  you  ever  have  a  longing 

For   some   unknown,   unreal   thing? 

Do  you  yearn  for  that  contentment 
Passing  years  have  failed  to  bring? 

Sometimes,  when  the  sun  has  fallen 
Just  beyond  the  distant  hill. 

O'er  the  earth  the  twilight  lingers, 
Everything  is  calm  and  still. 

Then  will  come  that  hopeless  yearning. 

Till,  at  times,  it  seems  to  me 
That  my  heart  is  near  to  breaking. 

Oh!    what  can  that  something  be? 

Or,  again,  when  quite  surrounded 
By  a  thoughtless,  happy  throng, 

Everywhere  bright  faces  smiling, 
Sounds  of  laughter,  dance  and  song : 

Everything  that  heart  could  wish   for. 

Not  a  wish  ungratified ; 
Still  that  ever  present  longing 

Never  once  will  leave  my  side. 

Will  I  ever  know  the  reason 

Ere  from  this  bright  world  I  go? 

Can  there  some  one  solve  the  mysterv? 
Oh !  methinks  the  answer's  "No." 

But  I  cannot  help  believing, 

When  we  reach  the  other  shore, 

God  will  satisfy  our  longings, 
Give  sweet  peace  forevermore. 
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LOVE. 


ANNA   M.   LEISNi:r{. 

11.  lift  thy  glorious  eyes  with  tearful  power, 
And  let  me  gaze  into  their  depths  so  pure. 

They  seem  like  stars  in  brightest  summer  showers. 
Those  erystal  tears  my  fondest  thoughts  ftllure. 

I  stand  apart  and  worship  and  adore. 

As  in  a  trance,  my  inmost  soul  is  bound ; 
r>e  mine,  oh.  say  not  nay.  I  thee  implore, 

For  in  my  heart,  the  deepest  love  is  found. 

I'.ut  when  thou  stand'st  with  downcast  eyes 

lie  mine  the  power  with  which  thy  heart  to  sway  ! 
Thy  fondest  love,  which  in  thy  warm  heart  lies. 
And  hind  my  ra])tur()us  soul  to  thine  alwa\s. 
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THAT  DEAR  OLD  BORDER  HOME. 


GEO.   F.    WARREN. 

J|^AR  away  upon  the  border  of  our  dear,  old  state  of  Maine. 
^H       Stands  a  lovely,  little  cottage,  which  I  long  to  see  again. 
That  sweet  home  was  full  of  sunshine  of  a  father's  tender  love 
And  the  blessings  of  a  mother — like  an  angel  from  above. 

I  wonder  if  they  would  care  to  see  their  wild  and  thoughtless  child. 
Who  from  her  home  was  lured  away — ^by  a  serpent  was  beguiled. 
In  an  attic,  sad,  an  outcast — she  is  weeping  all  alone. 
While  memory  steals  back  once  more  to  that  dear  old  cottage  home. 

A  sportsman  came  our  way  one  day  with  a  smooth  and  oily  tongue. 
He  paused  at  the  gate ;  I  met  my  fate ;  my  heart  was  quite  unstrung 
With  stories  told  by  this  hero  bold,  of  the  brilliant  gaslight  glare, 
W'here  youths  waltz  about  in  gilded  halls  to  music,  without  a  care. 

To  that  cottage  on  the  border,  I  one  night  did  bid  goodbye. 
With  no  warning  to  my  parents,  nor  the  faintest  heartfelt  sigh. 
To  the  city  turned  I  forward,  happy  in  my  golden  dream. 
Never  thinking  of  the  sorrow  traveling  down  life's  stream. 

When  I  reached  the  city,  none  but  strangers  met  my  gaze, 
(Being  but  a  rustic  maiden.  Oh!  my  mind  was  in  a  haze!) 
Longing  for  the  one  expected  there  to  meet  me  at  the  train. 
Ah !  the  grief  of  those  sad  moments  as  I  looked  and  watched  in  vain ! 

To  my  rescue  came  a  monster  in  the  guise  of  a  perfect  man. 
Bland  and  smoothly  ofifering  succor,  smiling  at  my  trembling  hand. 
So  along  with  him  I  sauntered  to  a  dimly  lighted  hall. 
There  to  finally  be  supplanted  as  the  mistress  over  all. 

One  short  year  of  earthly  pleasure,   loaded  down   with   gems  and 

rings. 
Dressed  in  costly  silks  and  laces,  such  as  are  worn  only  by  queens. 
Then  I  found  myself  deserted  by  this  everlusti-ng  lord. 
Jewels,  gems,  and  all  were  taken  to  pay  this  princely  fraud. 

Downward  then  I  traveled  quickly  till  I  reached  the  lowest  depths. 
Never  shame  for  misdemeanor  ever  bowed  me  with  regrets. 
But  when  helpless,  friends  they  left  me  in  an  attic  all  alone, 
Then  I  longed,  in  secret  sorrow,  for  that  dear  old  border  home. 
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A  LITTLE  WHILE. 


JUDGE  E..   M.   1'.   DRISTER. 

^|o^  i-:  Still,  sad  heart,  and  bear  thy  pahi, 
jFlXor   nuirmur    more   thy    sad   refrain; 
Bend  low  in  silence,  in  the  dust, 
Forgettini;'  man.  in  Cod,  thy  trust; 
And  with  this  strain  thy  grief  beguile— 
'Tis  only  such  a  little  while! 

Childhood  days  were  wondrous  long. 

While  now  tlu-  years  are  but  a  song. 
How  quick  the  seasons  come  and  go 
Like  ocean's  ceaseless  ebb  and  How  ! 

And   so,  dear  heart,   'twixt  tear  and  smile, 

'Tis  only  such  a  little  while! 

O,  thirsty  plains,  that  long  for  rain  I 
O,  weary  hearts  that  cry  in  vain 
For  love  and  joy  that  never  come — 
For  peace  and  rest  and  home,  sweet  home 
As  past  pale  ghosts  of  hopes  still  file, 
Thank  Cod.  'tis  but  a  little  while! 

A  little  while,  life's  discords  cease, 
And  then  shall  come  the  endless  peace. 
A  little  while  shall  end  life's  woes, 
And  cometh  then,  death's  calm  repose. 
The  soul  enraptured  in  God's  smile- 
Be  brave,  poor  heart,  a  little  while! 
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WHY  NOT  NOW! 


MARTIN    H.    MILLAR. 


1H 


EARKEN  to  the  Saviour's  voice, 

Calling  now  to  all ! 
Sinner,  make  Him  now  your  choice ; 

Hear,  O  hear  Him  call ! 
Why  not  serve  the  Lord  in  youth, 

And  before  Him  bow] 
Why  not  serve  Him  now  in  tru^h, 

Sinner,  why  not  now ! 

Friends  and  loved  ones  of  the  Lord, 

Calling  every  one, 
Come  and  sing  the  sweetest  song, 

Come,  O  sinner,  come ! 
Why  not  serve  Him  while  you  can  ! 

Come  and  make  your  vow. 
Why  do  you  so  idle  stand ! 

Sinner,  why  not  now  ! 

Oh !  accept  a  Saviour's  love ; 

Come  and  take  it  now. 
Fix  your  thoughts  on  things  above, 

Sinner,  why  not  now  ! 
He  will  give  you  all  sweet  rest ; 

Come  to  Him  just  now. 
Come,  poor  sinner,  and  be  blesl. 

Sinner,  whv  not  now  ! 
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LOVE  AND  I. 


FLORA    WILLIAMS    WOOD. 

HERE  the  U-nder  willows  lean. 
O'er  a  tiny,  woodland  stream, 
And  the  birds  sing  all  day  long, 
One  glad  happy  low  sweet  song. 
Where  buttercups  and  daisies  bright. 
Smiling  in  the  warm  sunlight. 
Oh!  In  that  dainty  fairly-land, 
Love  and  I  walked  hand-in-hand. 

List  to  the  hum  of  drowsy  bees, 
O'er  our  heads,  among  the  trees ! 
By  a  tiny  minnowed  stream. 
We  lovod  to  ponder  and  to  dream ; 
And  we  dwelt  beside  the  stream. 
Where  the  tender  willows  lean  ; 
Lingered  till  the  shadows  fell 
O'er  that  happy,  woodland  dell. 

Carved  we  there,  upon  that  tree, 
Love's  hieroglyphics,  plain  to  see, 
So,  in  future  years,  to  trace 
That  which  time  might  not  deface. 
Where  buttercups  and  daisies  bright 
Smile  ever  in  the  warm  sunlight. 
Oh !  in  that  dainty  fairyland, 
Love  and  I  walked  hand-in-hand. 
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OLD  ZIP  COON. 

JACOB   V.    HUMPHREY. 

♦tff'ONCE  did  know  a  blue  eyed  girl;  she  was  my  heart's  delight; 
n  ^^"d  after  working  hours,  I'd  go  to  see  her  every  night;. 
But  her  father  he  got  tired  of  such  nonsense  very  soon ; 
So  he  went  and  bought  a  bulldog,  and  he  named  him  "Old  Zip 
Coon." 

Chorus : 

I  have  often  been  told  that  a  faint  heart  ne'r  won  a  lady  fair ; 
Though  I  haven't  any  breeches  that  I  want  Old  Zip  to  tear ; 
So  I'll  just  walk  in,  and  see  my  girl,  when  e'er  I  get  the  chance; 
But  I  don't  propose  to  let  that  dog  grab  me  by  the  pants. 

I'll  go  tonight  and  see  my  girl.      Remember  what  I  say — 
There  is  no  man  or  dog  on  earth  that  can  keep  this  man  away ; 
For  tonight  I'm  bound  to  see  her,  and  we  will  seal  our  fate; 
For  if  I  wait  another  month,  I  fear  it  will  be  too  late. 

I  went,  as  I  have  stated,  to  see  my  girl  so  sweet, 
-Vnd  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  will  say  that  I  got  beat ; 
For  the  old  man  stood  a-watching  for  me  to  come  so  soon, 
And  when  he  saw  me  coming,  yelled,  "Sic  him,  C)ld  Zip  Coon." 

I  did  not  stop  one  minute  to  watch  that  pesky  dog ;       , 
Put  I  jumped  over  the  picket  fence  and  hid  behind  a  log. 
I  heard  Old  Zip  a-coming,  and  lively  he  did  prance. 
And  he  carried  to  his  master  a  sample  of  m}'-  pants. 

I  just  got  up,  and  dusted,  and  didn't  stop  at  all ; 
1  could  hear  my  sweetheart  laughing  as  hard  as  she  could  bawl. 
It  made  me  mad  as  a  hatter,  and  I  will  tell  you  why : 
This  girl  she  did  not  love  me;  and  Old  Zip  will  surely  die. 

Now,  gentlemen,  just  listen  to  what  I  have  to  say; 
Just  look  into  the  future  before  you  give  your  heart  away. 
If  the  old  man  gets  a  bull-dog,  you'll  know  your  name  is  "Pants," 
And  you  had  better  stop  your  calling;  or  Old  Zip  will  make  -you 
dance. 
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MEMORIES. 


SADIE     WAY. 


STAND  by  the  br()(~)k  when  sweet  Spring  is  mother, 
The  wild  flowers  deck  the  fair  woodlands  over. 
And  blue,  starry  orbs  peep  from  yon  grassy  cover ; 

'Tis  your  eyes,  O,  my  sweetlieart. 

'Mid  blossoms  of  clover! 

I  watch  'neath  the  oaks  when  blue-birds  are  nesting. 

'Tis  Summer  so  fair !    The  songsters  are  sending 

Their  clear,  rippling  notes  down  to  me  where  I'm  resting 

'Tis  your  voice,  O,  my  sweetheart. 

In  melody  blending!' 

I  wait  near  the  t)ld  path  when  Autumn's  true  lover. 
The  Frost- wind,  has  kissed  each  bright,  leafy  rover, 
And  silken  heaps  rustle  where  butterflies  hover. 

'Tis  your  whisper,  my  sweetheart. 

That  won  this  heart  over. 

I  dream  of  days  past,  when  wild  winds  are  fleeting. 
'Tis  Winter  so  drear ;  the  snow  wreaths  are  flying. 
O'er  low,  mossy  mounds  where  loved  ones  are  sleeping; 

'Tis  your  shroud,  my  lost  sweetheart. 

In  God's  Acre  Iving! 
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THE  BRIDAL  GREETING. 
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To  Harvey  and  Alice  Nafe. 
(Married  January  ist,  1902.) 

M.     MARIAN    A.     HARVEY. 

ATHERING,  gathering,  one  and  all, 

Gathering,  gathering  here, 
Bringing  our  tokens  of  friendship  and  love, 

Bringing  our  tokens  of  cheer ; 
Laying  aside  our  worldly  cares. 

Unto  the  bridal  we  come, 
Come  with  best  wishes  to  greet  these  glad  hearts, 

These  two  hearts  that  beat  as  one. 

We  wish  you  joy  as  we  gather  here. 

At  the  close  of  this  New  Year's  day. 
We  hope  that  peace  and  happiness 

May  be  strewn  over  life's  pathway. 
And  may  the  glad  hand  of  cheerfulness 

Ever  dispel  the  gloom. 
And  may  life's  path  be  as  bright  as  now. 

When  you  stand  'neath  the  bridal  dome. 

And,  as  glad  music  doth  greet  you  here 

In  this  wedding  march  tonight, 
So  may  life's  glad  music  in  sweetest  song 

Greet  these  hearts  that  here  unite.  ,- 
And  as  you  our  tokens  of  love  have  gleaned 

On  the  night  of  this  New  Year's  day. 
So  may  you  gather  life's  richest  gifts 

As  you  travel  o'er  life's  pathway. 

We  gather,  we  gather,  from  far  and  near, 

As  the  New  Year's  hours  pass  by, 
But  these  friends  will  part  that  have  gathered  here 

As  the  morning  hours  draw  nigh ; 
But  may  these  two  hearts  ever  faithful  be, 

May  no  earthly  power  sever. 
True  to  each  other,  true  to  God  may  they  live. 

Until  death  bear  them  o'er  the  river. 
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AT   EVENTIDE. 


® 


r.ERXARD  AUr.RP:Y  PITMAN. 

1 1  !  poor  lircd  heart  that  Wept  in  vain 

For  surcease  that  (hd  not  appear ; 
Thv  load  of  sorrow  and  th>-  pain 

May  pass  within  the  cominf!^  year. 
The  weight  of  woe  that  erstwhile  weighed 

Upon  thy  back  a  heavy  load 
Tho'  thou  wert  oftentimes  dismayed 

By  stones  that  strewed  the  upward  road^ 

Thy  stumbling  feet  may  falter  now, 

.And  sight  be  dim  to-day. 
The  thorn  crown  press  thy  aching  brow. 

March  on !    make  no  delay. 
Blue  skies  above  thee  soon  will  bend. 

Where  now  the  grey  clouds  trail. 
And  joy  once  more  thy  steps  attend. 

When  lifted  is  the  veil. 

Thy  pain  will  then  be  swci)t  away, 

Thy  sighs  be  turned  to  song, 
This  weakness  and  all  sore  dismay 

In  silence  pass  along. 
Oh !    poor  tired  heart ;    take  courage  then. 

And  bear  thy  load  of  care ! 
And  worth  the  living  once  again. 

Thv  life  will  be  made  fair. 
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GRANDMOTHER'S    SPINNING    WHEEL. 


EMMA     ALLEN. 


COME,  girls,  and  hear  the  story  of  the  old  thne  spinning  wheel — 
How  grandma  used  to  work,  card  and  spin  and  reel. 
On  the  old  homestead  in  the  mountains,  grandpa  used  to  plow. 
Grandma  ran  the  wheel  and  loom,  and  milked  the  brindle  cow. 

No  time  for  idle  gossip,  or  slander  or  abuse  ; 
From  morning  until  evening,  their  time  was  all  in  use. 
From  early  morn  'til  late  at  night,  the  wheel  was  kept  in  tune. 
Its  music  sweeter  to  their  ears  than  your  piano's  tone. 

She  liked  to  see  her  neighbors  ;   but  could  not  stop  to  talk ; 
She  kept  the  wheel  a-humming,  and  spun,  and  walked,  and  talked, 
She'd  card  the  rolls,  and  spin  them,  reel  and  hank  the  thread  ; 
With  barks  and  leaves  would  color  some,  some  indigo  blue,  some  red. 

Then  to  the  loom  she'd  place  the  thread,  and  start  another  tune — 
Che-whang,  Che-bang,  Che-whang,  Che-lam-bang,  boom ! 
And  when  she'd  finished  weaving,  you  ought  to  see  the  cloth. 
All  striped,  checked,  or  crossbarred,  so  nice,  so  smooth  and  soft. 

Of  this  she  made  her  dresses  and  petticoats  galore. 
Grandpa's  shirts  and  pantaloons,  bedspreads  and  all  they  wore. 
They  went  to  church  on  Sundays,  all  dressed  up  brand  new  ; 
They  also  walked  in  home-made  shoes,  of  home-tanned  leather,  too. 

A  tallow  candle  burned  at  night,  a  log  fire  on  the  hearth, 
A  johnny-cake  was  laid  to  bake,  and  spare  ribs  hung  to  roast. 
And  all  was  cheerful  and  happy,  because  of  a  day  well  spent ; 
No  tailor's  bills  were  coming  in,  they  had  to  pay  no  rent. 

Thos  happy  days  have  passed  away,  and  with  them  those  we  love ; 
We're  traveling  now  at  lightning  speed,  but  not  to  realms  above. 
Electric  lights  adorn  our  homes ;  with  steam  we  warm  our  toes ; 
Steam  engines  take  the  horses'  place,  condensed  milk  spares  the  cows. 

We've  wireless  telegraphy,  and  lightning  express. 

We  challenge  the  wide  world  to  head  us  off  in  dress. 

We  worry  about  the  rent  bills,  and  eat  our  costly  meal ;  • 

And  wonder  what  we'd  do  today,  with  the  old  time  spinning  wheel. 
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A  FATHER'S  STERNNESS  TO  HIS  SON. 


a 


MISS    GECILE   CV^KIER. 
S  the  rvenino   sliadows  gathered 

Around  a  little  home  one  night, 
Were  a  father,  son  and  mother. 

By  the  fireside  so  bright. 

The  father — he  got  angry, 

Turned  his  own  boy  from  his  door ; 
While  the  mother  stood  a-wceping. 

While  a  tear  fell  to  the  floor. 

He  paused  and  kissed  her  dear,  sweet  lips, 

As  he  took  her  by  the  hand. 
Saying,  "JMother,  I  must  surely  go — - 
'Tis  my  own  father's  command. 

"When  father  sends  a  letter — 

Sends  it  o'er  the  foam. 
Dear  mother.  I  will  cheer  up  then, 

And   gladly   hasten   home." 

Four  weeks  passed  by.    The  mother  lay 

Severely  ill  in  bed, 
And  for  tha,t  son  so  far  from  home 

Her  yearning  tears  were  shed. 

At  last  her  husband  did  give  in, 

And  a  letter  he  did  send  ; 
And   after  two   days'   travel. 

It  reached  its  journey's  end. 

The  boy  came  home  to  his  mother. 

His  father  wouldn't  speak. 
She  called  them  to  her  bedside, 

And  took  the  hand  of  each ; 

She  placed  their  hands  together, 

"Now  won't  you  be  friends !"  she  cried, 

Then  sweetly  kissed  them  both, 
And  closed  her  eves,  and  died. 
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SWEET  LADY  OF  MY  DREAMS. 


VESTA   V.    OHLINCER. 


S 


WEE'l'  lady  of  my  dreams,  you  come  lo  ine, 

When  hushed  with  dawn  is  all  the  fresh,  fair  world ; 
1  see  you  wander  'mong  the  trees  and  flowers, 

And  gather  roses  that  are  dew  impearleJ, 
Sometimes  you  let  me  walk  with  you  a  space. 

And  read  in  your  sweet  face  a  soul  most  tiue. 
Sometimes,  with  saddened  eyes,  you  turn  away. 

And  pray  I  may  forget  my  love  for  you. 

Sweet  lady  of  my  dreams,  I  hear  your  voice 

In  every  melody.  Each  haunting  note 
But  takes  me  back  to  other  days  gone  by. 

When  idly  drifting  in  a  dreamland  boat. 
We  two,  together  for  a  little  while. 

Were  near  each  other  both  in  thought  and  heart; 
And  then  the  world  came  in  between ;  but  not 

Before  I  found  it  was  like  death  to  part. 

Sweet  lady  of  my  dreams,  sometimes  at  eve. 

You  stand  beside  me  in  a  vision  fair; 
The  moonlight  glinting  on  your  silken  robes, 

And  on  the  roses  in  your  soft  brown  hair. 
I  look  into  your  eyes,  and  I  forget. 

You  are  not  mine, — that  you  can  never  be. 
For,  Oh !  I  love  you  with  a  man's  first  love, 

The  love  that  always  lives  in  memory. 

Sweet  lady  of  my  dreams,  within  your  heart. 

There  sometimes  comes  a  shadow  as  of  pain ; 
Because  I  love  you,  dear,  and  you  have  naught 

To  give  me  in  return, — I  love  in  vain, — 
And,  so,  throughout  the  music  of  your  life, 

There  runs  a  minor  strain,  because  of  me; 
Who,  loving  you  too  well,  have  cause  to  bless 

Your  tender  heart  for  all  its  sympathy. 
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THE  TUTORESS  MOON. 


EDWARD    J.    ARCHER. 


ID 


OW  ecstatic  to  gaze  on  the  silvery  moon, 
As  she  with  a  pale,  mellow  light, 
Adds  a  grace  to  the  landscape  more  charming  than  noon, 
And  scatters  the  shadows  of  night ! 
O,  lustrous  moon  ! 
Her  adorable  face  with  rare  modesty  beams, 
When  days  orb  has  dropped  in  the  west, 
When  toilers  of  earth  are  in  sluml,ering  dreams, 
She  scans  wearied  nature  at  rest. 
O,  fairy  moon  ! 


There's  a  cluster  of  gems  in  the  radiant  moon, 

As  nightly  her  task  doth  renew, 
Richest  garlands  of  Uiought  we  may  find  oi)portune, 

To  make  us  more  noble  and  true, 
O,  jeweled  moon  ! 
Here  a  conslancv  reigns;  never  fickle,  Itut  sure. 

Ne'er  fraught  with  an  act  io  appall. 
Never  scorning  the  lowly,  the  humble  or  poor, 

But  sheds  the  same  blessing"  o'er  all. 
(  \  co!istnnt  moon  ! 

What  this  fairv-queen  views,  fools  nor  gossips  behold 

To  foster  the  tattler's  reign, 
No  embraces  of  friendship  or  vows  of  love  toLl, 

To  give  pleasure's  heart  e'en  a  pain  : 
Confiding  moon  ! 
No  presumption  or  pride  garbs  ihe  (|U(  en  of  the  night; 

But  teaches  the  idan  to  excel 
How  man,  non-pretentious,  mav  make  his  life  bright, 

And  quietly  may  learn  to  do  well. 
O,  tutoress  moon. 
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ADVICE. 

W.  H.  TOFT. 

TAND  in  your  dignity ;  stand  in  your  might ; 

Stand  for  the  things  that  pertain  to  the  right;    ■ 
Stand  on  the  tempest  and  creed-bound  shore, 
And  where  the  angels  hold  open  the  door. 

Stand  for  humanity  and  all  that  is  good, 

So  the  things  that  you  say  may  be  well  understood  ; 

Stand  against  falsehood,  dishonor  and  shame ; 

Stand  for  those  that  are  not  really  to  blame. 

Stand  on  the  ladder — the  very  top  round, 

And  look  for  the  beauties,  you  have  not  yet  found. 

Stand  up  where  sorrow  and  sadness  abide ; 

Never  shrink  or  give  way  to  the  inrushing  tide. 

Stand  for  the  God-given  wisdom  of  man  ; 

When  you  meet  with  distress,  send  a  kind,  helping  hand. 
Be  truthful,  be  saving,  be  courteous  and  kind, 
And  wherever  you  go  something  good  you  will  find. 
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WHAT  IS  SNOW,  MAMMA;  IS  IT  CLIPPINGS  FROM 
THE  ANGELS'  DRESSES? 


M 


T.  D.  CONOVER. 

HAT  a  question  to  ask,  little  Girleen ! 

What  gave  you  the  beautiful  thought? 
Was  it  a  vision  from  the  misty  up  yonder 

The  heart  of  my  little  one  caught  ? 

How  soundless  the  fall  of  a  snowflake ! 

How  voiceless  the  whisper  of  God ! 
How  viewless  the  pathway  of  angels, 

From  the  starry  heights  to  the  sod ! 

Yet  all  these  have  whispered  to  Girleen, 
Made  holy  the  light  on  her  brow; 

And  thoughts  of  the  angels  are  filling 
The  breast  of  my  little  one  now. 

Like  the  breath  of  music  celestial, 

From  the  gleaming  white  splendor  above. 

Are  the  words  from  thy  heart,  gentle  Girleen- 
A  message  from  the  Courts  full  of  love. 

How  strange  are  thoughts  of  sweet  childhood. 

Far  purer  than  all  earthly  things — 
I  ponder;  then  Heavenward  floating, 

A  prayer  for  my  little  one  rings. 
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TIME. 


MRS.    SUSAN    JOHNSON. 


w 


ES,  time  is  bearing  us  nil  away, 

In  some  near  or  future  day, 
Murmur  not  if  this  body  lies  under  the  sod, 

If  the  spirit  can  dwell  with  its  Maker,  God. 

For  the  joy  over  there  will  more  than  repay 
For  the  care  and  the  worry  we  had  in  life's  day 

So  let  us  be  happy  while  we  are  here. 
And  never  murnnir  at  our  sphere. 
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THE  RETURNED  LOVE  LETTER. 


MARIE  VOTYPKA. 


m 


HILE  strolling  once  near  Minnehaha  Falls 

I  saw  a  girl,  tears  running  down  her  face, 
And  as  she  raised  a  package  small  and  white. 

She  pressed  it  to  her  heart  and  sadly  said : 
"My  dear,  is  that  your  last  reply  to  me, 

Who  loved  not  .wisely  but,  alas,  too  well ; 
That  thus  you  spurn  my  love  and  sympathy 

And  send  my  letter  back  unread?" 

Chorus : 
"Return  to  writer,"  his  hand  coldly  said, 
Carelessly  breaking  her  heart  with  pain, 
The  hand  she  held  dear,  and  had  often  caressed, 
In  whose  loving  embrace,  she  felt  most  blest. 

For  him  she  gladly  left  her  home  and  friends, 

To  be  near  him,  unused  to  toil,  she  worked. 
She  saw  no  serpent  in  her  paradise 

His  false  tongue  hid  it  all  from  her  too  well. 
To  save  him  from  bankruptcy,  disgrace  and  debts. 

Her  little  fortune,  wages  too,  she  gave, 
For  his  dear  sake  her  life  she  would  have  spared, 

Never  dreaming  what  reward  she'd  get. 

To  distant  East  he  took  his  loving  leave, 

To  strive  for  better  luck  and  fame  he  said, 
Her  only  joy,  his  letters  grew  cold  and  scarce, 

And  she  learned  he'd  failed  again  by  careless  ways. 
To  cheer  him  up  with  loving  heart  she  wrote, 

Fear  not,  darling,  God  will  help  you  try; 
Yet  to  her  trusting  heart  came  this  reply 

Where  she  had  hoped  and  prayed  for  some  kind  word. 
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COULD  I  BUT  LEARN ! 


d 


ROBERT  R.   WRIGHT. 

OULD  I  but  learn  how  much  God  loves, 

And  what  He  cares  for  me, 
And  how  He  looks  down  from  above 

All  my  tears  to  see ! 
I'd  give  the  world  were't  mine  to  give 

To  have  it  fairly  said 
That  I  had  'nough  of  it  to  lend. 

And  'nough  saved  back  for  bread. 

For  worlds  are  but  the  spheres  for  men 

And  stars  but  for  their  light, 
And  angels  are  for  God  to  send 

The  day  as  well  as  night. 
Then  could  I  know  just  what  to  do. 

That  they  could  come  for  me. 
And  I  would  for  the  power  sue 

To  set  this  old  world  free. 

"Tis  God  that  taught  us  to  persuade. 

And  how  to  then  compel. 
'Tis  He  that  good  and  evil  made 

But  neither  one  to  sell. 
'Tis  God  that  plans  our  lives  for  us. 

And  knows  our  every  thought. 
'Tis  God  that  gives  us  every  joy 

And  every  lesson  taught. 

Then  could  I  teach  the  foaming  waves 

To  cease  and  give  an  ear, « 
To  the  trumpet  in  the  caves 

Which  breathes  of  life  so  dear. 
My  knowing  then  would  have  an  end 

Of  joys  and  Heaven's  bliss. 
Oh !  then  I  could  forever  spend 

The  journey  for  one  kiss ! 
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SWEET  EVENING  AT  HOME. 


J.  CHUBBUCK. 

^^  WEET  Evening  at  Home,  how  the  heart  doth  respond 
J^  To  the  rest  and  cheer  that  hallows  thy  fold  1 
When  weary  and  worn  with  the  cares  of  the  week, 
How  welcome  thy  cheer  with  love  that's  untold! 
The  world  with  its  swift,  fleeting  pleasures  and  pain, 

Its  longings  for  wealth  and  plaudits  of  fame. 
Can  bring  to  the  heart  no  fond  pleasures  like  these 
Which  the  dear  ones  at  home  with  love  set  aflame. 

Oh !  then  to  be  loyal  and  true  evermore 

To  thee  and  thy  cheer,  Sweet  Evening  at  Home ! 

Let  charms  of  thy  love  that  fall  from  the  skies, 
Endow  us  with  hope  wherever  we  roam. 

And  here's  to  thy  health  from  Eove's  deepest  cup — 
Thy  gray  and  thy  gold.  Sweet  Evening  at  Home. 

Though  time  may  enthrall  the  sweet  dreams  of  our  youth, 

And  sorrow  may  drain  the  soul  of  its  mirth. 
Though  want  may  encumber  our  lives  with  its  care. 

And  trials  follow  fast  from  the  time  of  our  birth. 
Though  friends  rnay  prove  false  and  the  years  may  grow  old, 

Thy  coming.  Sweet  Eve,  doth  banish  our  tears, 
And  drowns  all  our  cares  in  the  cheer  of  the  home. 

And  wakes  in  the  heart  new  hopes  for  the  years. 

Oh !  blest  be  the  shrine  of  the  Evening  at  Home, 

And  blest  be  the  hearts  that  make  it  sublime ! 
Let  no  wanton  hand  dare  its  fond  realm  profane. 

Or  sin  cast  its  gloom  in  the  midst  of  its  chimes. 
Let  evening  so  dear  lead  our  hearts  to  the  stars, 

Where  none  will  be  left  midst  hunger  and  cold. 
Where  angels  will  lead  each  lone  wanderer  home 

And  evenins:  shall  break  in  morning:  of  gold. 
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ONE  COT  ON  A  WESTERN  PLAIN. 


z 


JO.  HANSON. 

HERE  are  scenes  of  earthly  beauty, 

Where  nature's  pencil  fair 
Hath,  in  emerald,  gold  and  crystal, 

Traced  God's  great  pictures  rare ; 
Arno  is  fair,  at  eventide, 

'Neath  Italy's  cloudless  sky. 
Castled  Rhine  is  beautiful, 

And  delighteth  every  eye. 

But  I  am  thinking  of  another  spot. 

Where  nature's  emerald  sheen 
Has  just  a  shade  of  neutral  gray, 

Blended  with  the  green; 
And  the  castle  I  am  thinking  of 

Is  a  cot  on  a  western  plain, 
But,  if  earth  were  on  the  balance  fJlaced, 

I  would  that  cottage  claim. 

For  those  I  love  are  sheltered  there, 
And,  though  toil  has  beeif  my  lot, 

A  ray  of  radiance  ever  gleams 
Within  that  modest  cot; 

And,  heavy  though  my  burdens  be, 
I  can  bear  them,  yes,  and  more, 

While  welcoming  outstretched  childish  hands 
Doth  greet  me  at  the  door. 

And,  when  the  shades  of  night  come  on. 

And  the  evening  lamp  is  lit. 
And  two  baby  cheeks  are  pressed  to  mine, 

Then  I  know  that  I  am  rich ; 
For  'tis  not  the  caskets  that  we  prize. 

But  the  gems  that  they  contain; 
For  me  no  vault  such  treasures  hoard, 

As  one  cot  on  a  sage  brush  plain. 
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TOMORROW  AND  TODAY. 


XL 


S.  PICKENS  FRICK. 

O- MORROW  is  not  mine, 

To-morrow  may  never  be ; 
To-day  is  mine  and  oply  mine, 

The  only  time  for  me. 

What  is  in  to-morrow  ? 

It  is  not  for  me  to  see. 
It  may  bring  me  joy  or  sorrow, 

Or  death's  cold  grasp  to  me. 

To-morrow  may  bring  me 

Health,  riches,  honor  and  fame, 

Or  the  longed-for  reality 
Of  childhood's  happy  dream. 

But  since  I  cannot  know 

What  to-morrow  holds  for  me, 

Let  me,  now,  joy  and  gladness  sow 
O'er  life's  sad,  troubled  sea. 

To-day  is  mine  for  work, 
It  is  mine  to  dare  and  do 

Whatever  I  would  and  never  shirk 
My  duty  unto  you. 

To-day  may  I  be  strong 

For  the  burdens  on  my  way, 

And  in  the  strife  of  right  with  wrong, 
May  I,  o'er  wrong,  hold  sway. 

To-day  is  mine  to  do 

Deeds  of  mercy,  deeds  of  love, 
To-day's  duties  may  I  pursue, 

Until  I'm  called  above. 

Then  let  me  be  content 

With  what  is  given  me  to-day; 

Be  thankful  for  the  blessings  sent, 
And  seek  the  good  alway. 
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THE  OLD  TRYSTING  TREE. 


B 


HENRY  BARKENHAGEN. 

ENEATH  its  boughs  we  oft  have  met, 

When  love  was  young  angl  hope  was  bright. 

When  yet  I  knew  no  vain  regret, 

Knew  naught  of  sorrow's  with'ring  might. 

'Tis  long  ago  since  she  was  here 

To  lisp  affection's  tender  tale. 
To  shed  affection's  sacred  tear^ 

Below  the  starlight  soft  and  pale. 

Thy  leaves,  when  stirred  by  breezes  soft. 

Appear  to  whisper  of  the  days 
When  thou,  a  friendly  witness,  oft 

Would'st  on  our  happy  faces  gaze. 

Thy  mem'ry  is  forever  bound 

With  hers,  whom  I  no  more  shall  see, 

In  whom  life's  highest  joy  I  found — 

May'st  thou  fare  well,  old  trysting  tree ! 
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FAME. 
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ED.  WENTWORTH. 

AME — 'tis  what?    A  meteor  ray 

That  dazzles,  illumes,  then  passes  away ; 


A  rainbow  sparkling  in  the  sun, 
With  all  its  robes  of  beauty  on; 

As  evanescent  as  the  lines  they  trace. 
On  storied  urn,  or  fluted  vase. 

Yet  man  will  stake  his  life,  his  soul — 
To  write  his  name  on  Fame's  fair  scroll. 
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MEMORIES  AWAKEN. 
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F.   V.    FARREN. 

UST  a  little  faded  rose, 

Petals  crushed  and  dry, 
Just  a  little  faded  rose, 

In  my  hand  now  lies. 

With  a  message  in  a  letter, 

Came  this  faded  rose; 
And  within  each  velvet  petal, 

Pictures  of  sweet  home  it  shows. 

Tho'  the  rose  is  crushed  and  faded, 
E'en  its  petals  crushed  and  dry. 

Sweetest  memories  they  awaken, 
Near  my  heart  it  safely  lies. 

Pictures  of  green  hills  and  valleys. 
And  of  shady  nook  ahd  dell, 

In  the  pink  of  faded  petals, 

Pictures  in  sweet  memory  swell. 

Scenes  in  days  now  past  and  faded. 
That  will  never  come  again, 

Tho'  we're  mid  the  same  old  scenery, 
It  will  never  seem  the  same. 

Changes  come,  as  we  grow  older, 
Tho'  we  notice  not  its  hand. 

Life  is  like  the  little  pebbles 
On  the  golden,  shifting  sand. 

And  the  rose,  my  favorite  flower, 
Always  wakens  pleasant  dreams, 

Wakens  in  my  heart  old  memories 
Of  my  dear,  old  boyhood  scenes. 

And  my  heart  enshrouds  this  idol 
To  the  fragrant  little  rose, 

And,  each  day,  as  I  grow  older, 
In  my  heart  this  love  still  grows. 
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THE  OPERATOR. 
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STEPHEN   A.   BOLON. 

N  their  cabins,  near  the  railways, 

While  the  gloomy  hours  go  by, 
Work  the  busy  operators. 

As  the  days  and  years  they  fly ; 
They  must  watch  the  sharpened  accents. 

Of  what  the  sleepless  sounders  say. 
They  must  talk  with  their  neighbors, 

In  the  stations  far  away. 
Hark!  his  ot^ce  call  is  sounded, 

How  the  glistening  sounder  clicks ! 
And  he  catches  quick  the  order, 

-   "Flag,  and  hold  train  number  six." 
Quickly  comes  another  order, 

For  a  freight  train  that  is  due, 
And  the  sounder  clicks  most  fiercely 

"Hurry  up  the  thirty-two." 
Little  knows  the  man  or  woman, 

Swiftly  speeding  o'er  the  rails, 
How  the  safety  or  the  danger, 

Rests  on  one  who  dares  not  fail, 
Rests  upon  the  operator. 

Seated  in  his  lonely  room. 
One  mistake  in  an  order, 

Sends  the  train  to  fatal  doom  ; 
You  should  greet  the  operator, 

He  is  human  not  much  less, 
Speak  some  kind  word  gently  to  him. 

It  may  serve  his  heart  to  bless. 
He  grows  tired  answ^ering  questions, 

And  his  face  looks  hard  as  stone. 
But  the  heart  within  his  bosom, 

Beats  as  kindlv  as  vour  own. 
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MISS   SABIE  E.  VAN  TYNE. 

OOD  BYE,  and  God  bless  you,  Goodbye !" 
Say,  "God  bless  you,"  as  time  speeds  by ; 
Softly  repeat  it  o'er  and  o'er; 
God's  blessing  we  iieed  more  and  more. 

Why,  O,  why,  must  we  say  "Good  bye?" 
O,  say  "Good-night"  and  not  "Good  bye!" 
Say  not  such  a  sorrowful  strain; 
But  sing  me  a  joyful  refrain. 

Then  say  "Good  night,"  a  kind  "Good  night," 

Until  we  meet  some  morning  bright; 

And  the  happy  hours  glide  along 

With  sweet  music  and  with  glad  song., 

"Good  bye" —  the  heart  nearly  breaks, 
And  the  whole  life  it  almost  takes; 
Then  say  "Mizpah"'  and  not  "Goodbye"— 
Sweet  "Mizpah",  with  only  a  sigh. 

Say  neither  "Good  night,"  nor  "Good  bye" ; 
But  sweet  "Mizpah"  as  swift  years  fly; 
Guardian  angels  from  above, 
Will  keep  watch  in  tenderest  love. 

Then  while  absent  from  each  other. 
May  bright  sunshine  hover  over; 
Peaceful  and  happy  be  thy  days. 
And  true  success  attend  thy  ways. 

May  life  be  filled  with  untold  joy. 
And  purest  bliss,  without  alloy ; 
And  when  life's  labors  are  laid  down, 
May  you  recejve  a  star-set  crown. 
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A  MESSAGE  OF  LOVE. 
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AUCe    MAY   RICKY. 

E  who  trusts  in  God 

Surely  trusts  no  vain  thing; 
For,  if  in  faith  we  trust, 

Even  death  will  lose  its  sting. 
Then  let  us  trust  in  Him, 

The  promise  sure  will  come. 
He'll  come  in  and  sup  with  us 

And  conduct  us  to  His  Home. 

For  a  mansion  He's  prepared, 

A  house  not  made  with  hands, 
Which  will  be  large  enough 

To  hold  the  Heavenly  bands. 
Then  faint  not;  but  trust  on. 

Ye  children  of  the  King; 
For  when  you  trust  in  God, 

Your  trusting  no  vain  thing. 

Oh !  Precious  Dove,  Priceless  Gem, 

Oh !  Holy  Spirit,  Love  Divine, 
Let  Thy  Spirit  hover  near 

These  precious  truths  of  Thine. 
With  Thy  Spirit  quicken  them, 

Casting  out  all  fear  and  strife. 
Pointing  souls  to  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  way  of  Eternal  Life. 

If  I  could  but  pen  these  lines 

In  letters  to  burn  as  fire, 
On  some  sin-sick  soul — 

(My  whole  heart's  desire) 
I'd  think  my  time  well  spent, 

And  praise  our  God  above. 
For  giving  me  such  a  chance 

Of  sending  this  message  of  love. 
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DREAM  ISLAND. 


Emma  d.  trEichivEr. 


B 


beautiful  island  lies  out  in  the  sea. 

Hushaby  !  baby,  sleep ! 
Where  the  angel  of  silence  beckons  for  thee^ 

Hushaby  !  baby,  sleep ! 
And  never  a  trouble  and  never  a  care 
Have  ever  the  people  while  dwelling  there. 

Hushaby  !  baby,  sleep  ! 

The  voyage  is  short  to  that  island  fair. 

Hushaby  !  baby,  sleep  ! 
So  close  your  eyes  and  you'll  soon  be  there 

Hushaby  !  I)aby,  sleep  ! 
They  count  not  the  moments  and  hours  as  they 
In  that  beautiful,  mystical  isle  of  the  sea. 

Hushaby  !  baby,  sleep  ! 

Happy  their  dreams  in  that  sweet  slumber  land. 

Hushaby  !  baby,  sleep  ! 
Lulled  by  the  harps  of  a  seraph  band,  " 

Hushaby  !  baby,  sleep ! 
Thus  ever  aroiind  thee,  may  angel  wings  be. 
And  pilot  thee  safely  o'er  Hfes  stormy  seal 

Hiishaby  !  baby,  sleep  ! 
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THE  OLD  FOLKS  IN  THEIR  LONELY  HOME  TONIGHT. 


JULIET    MILLER. 


■^I^OU  are  so  happy,  maiden,  with  your  lover  by  your  side, 
JJ^  The  guests  are  all  assembled,  while  you  soon  will  be  a  bri Je ; 
Pure  love  has  crowned  your  pathway,  and  the  future  looks  so  bright, 
But  what  about  the  old  folks  in  their  lonely  home  toni.fjht  ? 

Chorus : 
All  alone,  yes,  all  alone !    Oh  !  how  sad  they'll  be  tonight ! 
For  you've  taken  from  the  home,  all  the  sunshine  and  the  light: 
But  wherever  you  may  go,  take  with  you  this  thought  so  true, 
The  dear,  old  folks  they  love  you  still,  and  will  always  pray  for  vcni. 

They  try  to  look  so  happy,  as  they  now  greet  their  new  found  son, 
They  know  that  he  is  worthy  of  the  heart  that  he  has  won ; 
But  tears  their  eyes  are  blinding,  as  they  kiss  her  face  so  bright, 
God  pity  the  dear  old  folks  in  their  lonely  home  tonight ! 

When  seated  by  the  firelight,  after  the  supper  is  o'er, 
No  one  brings  the  father's  slippers  from  their  place  behind  the  door; 
No  one  finds  the  mother's  glasses,  or  rubs  them  clean  and  bright, 
Oh!  How  they  miss  their  darling  in  their  lonely  home  tonight! 

Oh  1  They  are  growing  older,  and  their  hair  is  turning  grey ; 
Their  steps  are  growing  feeble ;  they  are  lonely  all  the  -lay  ; 
Oh  t  don't  forget  them,  daughter,  cheering  letters  to  them  write  I 
And  tell  them  how  vou  love  them  in  their  lonely  home  tonigfht. 


68  GEMS     OF     POESY 


WHAT  WILL  BECOME  OF  MOTHER  NOW 
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MISS  A.    Btlht,  LIPPINCOTT. 

ONGST  the  dead  and  dying  soldiers, 

On  the  gory  battle  field, 
Lay  one  wounded,  brave  and  fearless 
Grasping  tight  the  battered  shield. 

From  a  wound  just  o'er  his  temple. 
Trickled  down  the  life  blood  red; 

Few  the  moments  ere  he'd  be. 
Numbered  one  among  the  dead. 

As  his  eye  fell  on  the  captain, 

Who  had  halted  at  his  side, 
Grasped  his  hand  in  his  last  clasp. 

In  a  trembling  voice  he  cried  : 

"My  life  is  fastly  ebbing  away, 

What  will  become  of  mother  now? 

No  one  left  to  care  for  mother, 
But  to  God's  will  I  must  bow. 

Soon  I'll  pass  the  pearly  portal. 

Nevermore  in  this  world  we'll  meet, 

I  must  wait  our  Father's  calling, 
Her  to  meet  at  Jesus'  feet." 

His  death-dimmed  eyes  were  slowly  closing. 
And  his  hands  dropped  at  his  side, 

Heaved  a  sigh,  looking  upward, 
Murmured,  "Mother,"  and  he  died. 
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KING  WINTERS  APPROACH. 
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MRS.    ARCHIE    GRAH.A.M. 

ING  Winter  is  coming,  King  Winter  so  bold, 
Just  look  at  his  banners,  all  crimson  and  gold  ! 

They  float  from  the  maples,  they  float  from  the  oak. 

Like  visions  of  glory,  like  emblems  of  hope; 

But  vain  is  their  flaunting,  when  tossed  by  the  gale. 

They  sink  down  to  earth  all  withered  and  pale.- 

There  comes,  in  their  stead,  a  white  flag  of  truce, 
When  winter  has  conquered  the  grasses  and  bush ; 
No  songsters  are  heard  in  the  valley  below  ; 
There's  naught  can  be  seen,  but  the  first  fall  of  snow. 
By  fierce  blasts  of  winter,  the  snowflakes  are  hurled, 
Then  silence,  majestic,  reigns  over  the  world. 

The  flowers  lie  hidden,  like  life's  buried  hope". 
Deep  down  in  the  leaves  at  the  root  of  the  oak ; 
Until  Spring  shall  awake  them  with  its  sunny  rays, 
Like  the  human  heart  opens  to  a  kind  word  of  praise. 
So  we  welcome  King  Winter,  King  Winter  so  bold ! 
He  means  well  to  others,  tho'  his  wavs  are  so  cold. 
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GOD'S   LOVE. 


MRS.    LIZZIE   WALLACE. 
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H !  1  love  Thee,  blessed  Lord, 

Thou  art  all  my  strength  and  stay ; 
How  I  trust  Thy  precious  word ! 

It's  my  comfort  all  the  day ; 
Oft  I  kneel  to  Thee  in  prayer, 

And  Thy  promises  I  claim ; 
Evermore  my  song  shall  be, 

Hallelujah  to  Thy  name. 

Earthl\-  joys  I  do  not  crave, 

For  they  do  not  satisfy : 
But  the  love  that  Jesus  gave 

When  He  on  the  cross  did  die — 
Jesus'  love  so  wonderful — 

How  it  thrills  my  heart  with  joy  ! 
And  the  peace  it  gives  to  me 

Naught  on  earth  can  e'er  destroy. 

Never  love  like  Thine  was  known, 

O  Thou  blessed  Lamb  of  God ! 
Thou  didst  leave  Thy  Father's  throne, 

Thou  did'st  shed  thy  precious  blood, 
On  the  cross  of  Calvary. 

Paid  the  debt  and  set  me  free; 
Oh !  I'll  praise  thee  evermore 

Throughout  all  Eternitv ! 
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LIVE  NOBLY 


El<I,SWORTH    B.    MURPHY. 

IVE  nobly!     This  the  morning  song; 

To  every  Hfe  is  breathed  its  strain  ; 
The  peal  re-echoes  loud  and  long, 

And  calls  the  wanderer  back  again. 

Live  nobly  I     'Tis  a  noble  life. 

That's  e'er  with  noble  thoughts  replete, 
Tho'  on  we  plunge  thro  sin  and  strife, 

Without  this,  life  is  ne'er  complete. 

Live  nobh  !    'Tis  God's  noblest  will, 
Tho'  storms  beset  and  calms  are  few; 

'Tis  noble  if  our  place  we  fill. 

And  leave  the  rest  for  God  to  do. 

Live  nobly  !  Thus  exalt  your  own. 
To  Heaven's  gate  beyond  the  sky, 

Let  then,  your  heart  be  on  it's  throne. 
While  Kings  triumphant  pass  you  by. 
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THE  RIVER. 

CLARA   LOTHAMBR    miller. 

VER  flowing  river. 

Whither  dost  thou  flow. 

To  the  mighty  ocean, 

Is  that  where  thou  dost  go? 

Passing  by  the  hiflsides. 
Through  the  wood  and  so, 

Washing  many  pebbles, 
With  your  coohng  flow. 

Never  pause  to  murmur, 
That  your  road  is  long ; 

But  with  your  other  music, 
Mingle,  your  sweet  song. 

Wending  through  the  meadows. 

Giving  drink  to  cows, 
Watching  many  tired  men, 

Resting  on  their  plows. 

Never  stop  to  ask  the  way, 
Or  which  road  is  the  best, 

But  night  and  day,  go  on  and  on. 
Without  a  moment's  rest. 
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AFTER  THE  AUTUMN  LEAVES  HAVE  FALLEN. 


•XHOiaa  'K  AaiavH 
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FTER  the  autumn  leaves  have  fallen, 

And  moulder  in  dust  away. 
After  the  ground  is  frozen, 

And  winter  has  come  to  stay ; 

When  the  North  wind  blows  so  fiercely, 
O'er  the  treetops  day  by  day, 

We  will  not  seek  warm  weather, 
'Till  in  the  month  of  May. 

After  the  autumn  leaves  have  fallen. 
And  the  days  have  grown  so  cold, 

Then  away  the  birds  are  flying 
To  the  Southland  I  am  told. 

And  when  the  ground  is  covered, 
With  snow  so  glistening  white. 

And  the  jingle  of  bells  ringing 
On  a  crispy  Winter's  night ; 

When  children  throwing  snowballs. 

As  off  to  school  they  go, 
It  brings  us  back  in  memory, 

To  the  days  of  long  ago. 
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MEMORIES. 


EMMA  TEVIS   POWELL. 
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H  !  the  dear  old  songs  of  long  ago ! 

In  fancy,  we  hear  their  rhythm  ilovv, 

As  loved  ones  sang  at  eventide. 

We  listen  again  to  the  magic  strain 

Of  the  grand  old  hymn,  with  sweet  refrain, 

'■Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee."" 

Sweet  memories  come  of  the  hearthstone  bright, 

l,oved  faces  are  lit  by  its  rnddy  light, 

All  hearts  are  glad  at  eventide  ! 

Our  mother  now  sings,  her  face  agleam 

With  a  Heavenly  radiance — and,  as  we  seem 

To  catch  the  spii'it — the  measures  roll 

Of  "Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul." 

How  youthful  hearts  did  e'er  rejoice. 
As  the  deep  tones  of  a  father's  voice 
Blended  with  ours  at  eventide ! 
The  strain  has  changed ;  'tis  joyous  bright; 
.We  sing  of  a  peaceful  holy  night — 
Of  the  glittering  host — that  fairest  gem — 
The  star — the  star  of  Bethlehem  ! 

Oh  !  wondrous  power  of  sacred  song ! 

As  it  recalls  and  can  prolong 

These  memories  blessed  of  eventide ! 

While  it  consoles,  it  thus  inspires 

The  soul  with  lofty,  great  desires 

Of  seeing  Him  who,  from  Heaven  above, 

Gave  to  the  world,  this  gift  of  love! 
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HUMANITY'S  HOPE. 


PAUL  H.   ALLRED. 
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HAT  is  the  destiny  of  man  ? 

And  whither  the  end  of  God's  great  plan  ? 

To  breathe  earth's  air,  to  love  and  die, 

Is  this  man's  destiny?  and  why? 

Nay,  reason  answers  in  a  thousand  tongues, 

That  reverberate  from  out  her  mighty  lungs. 

God's  plan  encompasseth  both  time  and  space, 

And  yet  shall  glorify  the  human  race. 

Go,  learn  ye  wisdom  from  the  lowly  earth 
Your  primer  lessons  for  a  grander  birth. 
This  was  the  great  Creator's  cry. 
When  he  gave  man  earth  to  beautify ; 
"By  your  progression  shall  you  rise. 
To  rule  o'er  realms  beyond  the  skies." 
Thus  grasp  the  power,  that  knowledge  brings, 
'And  man  shall  rise  to  rule  o'er  Godly  things. 
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FOUR  ILLUSTRIOUS  SONS. 


CLARA   LOTHAMER    MILLER. 

J|^EBRUARY  has  the  birthday  of  four  illustrious  sons, 
^If       Lincoln,  Lowell,  Longfellow,  and  Washington ; 
I^or  writer,  patriot,  hero  and  poet. 
Loud  be  our  praise  to  them ;  we  owe  it. 

Washington,  the  father  of  this  country  we  live  in. 
Long  since  has  joined  the  realms  of  Heaven. 
Near  the  tomb  at  ]Mt  .Vernon  where  his  body  now  sleeps,' 
The  Potomac  lulls  a  requiem  and  the  willow  still  weeps. 
Though  we'll  be  forgotten,  as  we  die  one  by  one. 
Forever  will  live,  the  name  of  Washington. 

Lincoln,  the  patriot,  who  by  stroke  of  his  pen, 
Proclaimed  emancipation,  gave  freedom  to  men. 
Tho'  in  time  Mississippi  to  flow  may  cease, 
His  name  will  live  on,  while  his  soul  rests  in  peace. 

Lowell,  the  writer,  leaves  for  all  to  enjoy, 

From  the  farmer  and  statesman,  to  the  little  schoolboy, 

A  grand,  rich  legacy,  that  will  always  be  cherished. 

His  name  will  live  long  after  king's  names  have  perished. 

Longfellow,  the  beloved  poet,  how  grand,  yes,  sublim% 
Is  the  voice  of  his  pen,  with  its  smoothness  of  rhyme ; 
In  oblivion  his  body  sleeps  under  the  sod. 
While  his  spirit  abides  in  the  Kingdom  of  God. 
Father  and  son  may  become  silvered  with  time ; 
But  ever  anon,  like  the  bells'  silvery  chime. 
Runs  the  song  of  his  musical  verses  sublime. 
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MY  CHILDHOOD'S  HOME. 
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MARY    GARY    BLACKBURN. 

HERE  are  the  rustling  poplar  tree§, 

Swaying  loftily  in  the  breeze, 
Showing  the  scars  of  the  storm's  fierce  print 
And  glossy  sheen  of  the  sunlight's  glint? 
The  house  stands  back  from  the  beaten  track, 
Midst  fragrant  clumps  of  the  sweet  lilac. 
This  old,  old  house  has  stood  for  years, 
Tales  it  might  tell  of  hopes  and  fears. 
Such  a  queer  old  house  with  two  broad  wings, 
So  protecting  there,  the  vine  still  clings 
Just  as  it  did  when  I  was  a  child, 
And  plucked  the  tiowers  while  mother  smiled. 
Dear  old  house,  with  its  moss-grown  wall ! 
Through  other  years,  the  past  days  call. 
I  remember  the  rush  of  little  feet. 
The  shouts  of  joy  and  the  cider  sweet, 
Butternuts  brown,  crisp  popcorn  balls, 
F'lick'ring  shadows  on  lamplit  walls, 
Christmas  stockings  hung  all  in  a  row. 
The  hearth's  bright  fire  and  warm  ruddy  glow, 
Bright  summer  days  with  flowers  and  fruit, 
Creepy,  old  garret  with  bats  and  soot. 
Those  glad  stirring  games  of  hide  and  seek. 
Hiding  away  in  the  barn's  deep  peak, 
On  a  sweet  downy  bed  of  new  mown-hay, 
While  the  frightened  swallows  fluttered  away, 
Sweet  mellow  apples,  green  waving  corn. 
And  lowing  herds  in  the  early  morn, 
O,  childhood's  home  on  the  hilltops  crest, 
Those  joys  with  thee,  I  have  found  were  best. 
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WHERE  1  LEARNED  LIFE'S  FIRST  LESSON. 


J.    WILFRED    LE   BLANC. 


♦^ij^EYOND  my  yearning  glances, 
^It^     Lies  the  dear  old  cottage  scene, 
Where  dear  old  mother's  whisper. 

Fulfilled  my  boyhood's  dream. 
This  vision  steals  before  me, 

And  will  linger  through  the  years ; 
For  when  sorrow  threw  its  shadows, 
She  brushed  away  my  tears. 

Once  again  I  hear  her  voice  as  of  yore, 
In  mem'ry  it  will  linger  forevermore, 

Oh  !  I  long  there  to  be, 

For  there  at  mother's  knee, 

In  the  dear  old  cottage  far  away, 
I  had  life's  lesson  taught  to  me. 

When  I  pass  the  vale  of  sorrow, 

Where  the  sunlight  lingers  not, 
It  is  my  only  comfort, 

To  recall  the  dear  old  spot ; 
For  there  life's  dream  fleeted  by, 

With  a  love  so  fond  and  true, 
And  now  it  drifts  with  a  sigh, 

With  that  love  with  a  yearning  view. 


GEMS     OF     POESY  79 


EASTER. 


JENNIE   A.    SIUJMAN. 
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E  is  risen !     Yes,  risen  forever. 

The  Saviour  whom  we  adore ; 
He  has  broken  the  grave's  strong  fetters, 
And  Hves  forevermore. 

Ah !  glad  were  the  hearts  of  the  dear  ones 
Who  wended  their  wa\'  to  the  tomb, 

When  they  learned  that  the  Christ  they  were  seeking. 
Had  triumphed  o'er  death's  darkened  gloom! 

With  this  beautiful  thought  to  cheer  us, 

No  fears  need  we  entertain. 
We  may  enter  the  grave's  dark  portals, 

But,  like  Jesus,  will  rise  again. 

Proclaim,  then,  the  tidings  onward, 

Till  every  heart  shall  own 
The  wonderful  inspiring  knowledge, 

Of  the  endless  life  of  the  soul. 
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FRIENDS. 

ALUE   WICKEN. 

RUE  friends  are  rare ;  though  many  smile, 

And  strive  with  zeal  to  gain  our  trust, 
And  warmly  clasp  the  proffered  hand 

And  seemingly  be  true  and  just. 
But  Oh !  behind  the  flimsy  veil, 

Which  ill  conceals  their  dark  deceit, 
We  read  by  intuition's  guide. 

Their  artful  wiles,  their  base  deceit. 

But  when  in  truth  a  friend  you  meet, 

How  different  then  the  magic  spell ; 
The  clasp  of  hands,  the  glance  of  eyes. 

And  lips  have  nothing  more  to  tell. 
The  magnet  chain  of  sympathy, 

Connects  the  throbbing  heart  to  thine. 
And  friendship's  fire  burns  pure  and  strong. 

Lit  by  a  spark  divine. 

Though  dark  the  night,  and  drear  and  chill. 

We  do  not  tread  the  way  alone ; 
But  firmly  grasp  the  helping  hand. 

And  truly  know  as  we  are  known. 
Then  bless  your  friends  for  their  true  worth. 

While  plodding  onward  side  by  side. 
Wait  not  to  chant  their  virtue  o'er, 

'Till  death  has  borne  them  o'er  the  tide. 
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MY  MARYLAND  TO  THEE. 
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HELENA  FRANCES  o'hARA. 

ROM  far-off  southern  climes  I  come, 

My  Maryland,  to  thee, 
To  view  again  my  childhood's  home, 

Do  you  remember  me? 
Or  have  I  been  away  so  long. 

That  you  forgot  my  name. 
Although  among  the  years  that  throng. 

I  oft'  have  met  with  fame  ? 
The  falling  rain  with  soothing  strain, 

Awakes  my  heart  to  -see. 
Through  many  years,  with  weclor.-.c  tears, 

You  still  rejoice  for  me. 

Dear  Baltimore,  I  see  you  now  . 

With  proud  head  raised  again ; 
With  newer  treasures  on  your  brow. 
You  quite  forget  your  pain. 
You,  who  so  lately  stood  and  sighed 

Above  your  broken  walls. 
Tell  us  that  triumph  stands  beside 

What  seems  our  hardest  fall. 
Your  courage  bold  that  oft'  was  told, 

In  art  and  lilting  rhyme — 
Stands  out  anew  in  words  as  true, 

As  in  the  olden  time. 

I  long  to  linger  here  awhile. 

Beside  the  waters  blue. 

And  watch  the  evening's  rosy  smile, 

As  once  I  used  to  do. 
I  cannot  stay,  I  must  away 

In  southern  climes  to  dwell; 
And  so  today,  I'm  forced  to  say, 

"My  Maryland,  farewell !" 
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CHEER  UP. 


JULIET   MILLER. 
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HEARD  a  little  robin,  before  it  went  to  rest, 

Singing  in  the  tall  tree  tops,  above  its  mate's  soft  nest, 
The  rain  was  slowly  falling,  the  sky  was  thick  and  gray. 
But  robin  kept  on  singing,  I  thought  I  heard  him  say : — 

Chorus : 
"Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  cheer  up,  the  rain  will  soon  be  past, 
Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  cheer  up,  sunshine  will  come  at  last, 
God,  our  Father,  sends  the  rain,  He  knoweth  what  is  best. 
So  I'll  cheer  the  world  awhile,  before  I  go  to  rest." 

Oh!  merry  little  robin,  a  lesson  you've  taught  me! 
God  always  sends  us  what  is  best ;  I'll  try  content  to  be. 
When  days  are  dark  and  gloomy,  I'll  meet  them  with  a  song 
And  while  I  am  thus  singing,  some  heart  I'll  help  along. 

If,  in  the  rain  sings  robin,  there  is  no  reason  why, 
That  I  should  not  be  cheerful,  tho'  dark  may  be  the  sky. 
The  sun  is  always  shining,  tho'  clouds  obstruct  the  view ; 
I'll  cheer  up,  cheer  up,  cheer  up,  and  trust  my  Saviour  tea. 
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EACH  ONE  MUST  BEAR  HIS  PART. 


A.   BARROW. 
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UR  hearts  all  pant  for  waters  sweet; 

They  crave  the  sweetest  bread ; 
They  crave  the  best  to  drink  and  eat, 

On  whitest  loaves  to  feed. 

We  go  and  come,  and  come  and  go, 

By  tempests  tossed  about ; 
And  to  our  journey's  end  must  row. 

And  soon  we'll  find  it  out. 

The  flower  opens  for  the  sun, 

It  drinks  the  morning  dew ; 
And  to  the  breeze  its  fragrance  sheds, 

Till  torn  and  withered,  too. 

Though  aches  and  pains,  and  sorrows,  too, 

And  troubles  fill  the  heart, 
When  these  all  come — 'tis  nothing  new — 

Each  one  must  bear  his  part. 
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BLESSINGS  OF  MANKIND. 
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BERTHA    STOIvLER    LEOPOLD. 

OD  fills  the  earth  with  richest  blessings, 
Cares  for  His  creatures  everywhere, 

Each  blade  of  grass — its  growing  beauty. 
Proves  to  the  world  His  mighty  power. 

Each  tiny  bud,  each  fragrant  blossom. 

Would  droop  and  die.  without  God's  care 

But  He  protects  them  from  al!  danger, , 
Gives  them  sunshine,  water  and  air. 

For  all  the  tiny,  feathered  creatures 
That  fill  the  air  with  joy  and  song, 

God  provides  a  place  of  refuge, 
Watches  o'er  them  all  day  long. 

And  if  He  cares  for  all  dumb  creatures. 
Then  how  much  mo're  doth  He  love  us ! 

And  in  return  for  grace  and  mercy. 
He  only  craves  our  love  and  trust. 

How  more  than  futile  would  be  our  efforts, 
Without  His  ruling  power  divine ! 

Every  moment,  every  hour. 

But  proves  the  weakness  of  mankind. 
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THE    MYSTICAL  RIVER   OF   TIME. 
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MRS.     ISABEl,     KENNY. 

P  the  River  of  Time  with  its  ripples  and  flow, 

We'll  be  wafted  on  memory's  wing" ; 
And  greet  the  friends  of  the  long  ago, 

And  join  in  the  songs  they  sing. 
There's  a  brilliant  throng  in  costly  array, 

There's  a  glimmer  of  dance  and  glee. 
And  not  far  away  is  an  autumn  day, 

And  smiles  that  are  good  to  see. 

But  now  we  come  to  the  Isle  of  Regret. 

Here  all  "might  have  beens,"  man  leaves ; 
A  duty  undone  that  we  can't  forget. 

And  brambles  instead  of  sheaves. 
Perchance  o'er  the  grave  of  a  love  cast  aside, 

Weeping  willows  are  bending  low. 
No  other  so  true  ever  came  to  abide. 

And  we  check  the  tears  that  would  flow. 

But  now  we  see  "Isle  of  Manhood"  so  fair, 

Here  everywhere  verdure  appears ; 
Bright  flowers  are  scenting  the  balmy  air — 

x\y,  these  are  the  golden  years. 
Here  vigor  and  strength  are  reigning  supreme. 

And  genius  doth  ever  enthrall. 
How  bright  eyes  are  dancing  with  joys  bright  gleam 

And  hope  smiles  serenely  o'er  all ! 
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THE  BROOK. 


SADIE   M.   PECK. 
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H !  the  merry  little  brooklet, 
Rushing  onward  to  the  sea ! 
Is  there  aught  about  it's  ripple 
That  attracteth  you  and  me? 
It  has  attracted  thousands. 
Let  us  then  join  the  throng, 
And  sometimes  stop  and  listen. 
To  it's  merry  little  song. 

It's  ripple  sounds  so  soothing. 
When  we're  tired  and  depressed. 
If  you  should  doubt  this  saying, 
Just  give  these  words  a  test. 
Go  to  some  quiet  brooklet, 
And  sit  right  down  and  think; 
You'll  surely  feel  it's  magic, 
E'er  you  have  left  its  brink. 

It  ripples,  and  it  glances, 
Throughout  the  livelong  day. 
It  calms  the  wayworn  traveler, 
And  cheers  him  on  his  way. 
There's  music  in  its  ripple. 
And  soothing  mixed  with  glee. 
To  all  who  care  to  watch  it, 
Dancing  onward,  to  the  sea. 

It  has  helped  some  bear  the  sorrows 
That  have  come  unto  their  lot. 
And  still  it  seems  so  careless, 
Gliding  by,  and  stopping  not. 
It  surely  has  some  magic 
If  not  for  you  and  me, 
And  still  has  many  hearts  to  ease, 
On  it's  journey  to  the  sea. 
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THE  WAY  OF  THE  CROSS. 


XL 


MRS.   J.    A.    ZIMMERMAN. 

HIS  world  is  a  margin  of  sea  and  land 
Held  in  the  palm  of  God's  open  hand. 

Oh !  let  Him  guide  you,  and  count  the  world  dross  1 
And  leave  it,  my  friend,  by  the  way  of  the  cross. 

By  the  way  of  the  cross,  the  shining  rod ; 

By  the  way  of  the  cross  and  smile  of  God — 
Life  will  be  usefully  sweet — and  not  loss, 

If  you  live  it,  my  friend,  in  the  light  of  the  cross. 

On  the  cross,  Jesus  suffered  for  you  and  for  me ; 

For  our  sins  paid  a  ransom  our  souls  to  make  free. 
His  grace  and  His  love  is  sufficient  for  us; 

Pass  on,  my  friend,  by  the  way  of  the  cross. 

Come,  lay  at  His  feet  your  burdens  down ; 

Trust  His  promise  and  win  you  a  crown. 
The  world's  pleasures  lose  their  glitter  and  gloss. 

If  you  walk,  my  friend,  in  the  light  of  the  cross. 
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CLARA  LOTHAMER  miller. 

HIS  day  recalls  sad  memories, 

Of  a  people  bowed  with  grief, 
With  throbbing-  hearts  and  tear  stained  cheek, 

They  watched  the  nation's  chief. 

He  had  left  his  home  two  weeks  before ; 

But  little  did  he  know. 
His  life  so  soon  would  be  ended, 

By  cruel  assassin's  blow. 

We  recall  today  the  sorrow 

That  we  felt  four  years  ago. 
When  we  heard  the  news  that  he  had  died 

That  night  at  Buffalo. 

Through  the  veil  of  mourning. 

Peeped  a  crimson  sunrise  on  that  morn ; 

But  all  its  splendor  could  not  soothe. 
The  hearts  with  anguish  torn. 

We  recall  the  sadness  and  tlie  beauty 
Of  the  deatli-bed  scene  that  night; 

The  sorrowing  wife  with  anguished  heart 
And  face  so  ghastly  white. 

Kneeling  beside  the  one  she  loved. 

Clasping  his  cold  hand  tight, 
While  the  angel  of  peace  was  waiting. 

To  guide  his  soul  in  its  flight. 

There  was  a  peaceful  look  on  his  noble  face, 

Most  beautiful  to  sec. 
Whilst  he  hummed  the  tune  of  his  favorite  hymn, 

"Nearer  My  God  To  Thee." 

With  faith  in  his  Christian  heart, 

Full  love  for  every  one, 
He  resigned  his  peaceful  soul  to  God, 

With  the  words,  "Thy  Will  be  Done." 
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THE  VOICE   OF   NATURE. 


MRS.    ARCHIE    GRAHAM. 
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ATURE'S  voice  is  calling,  calling  o'er  the  vale. 
Listen  to  her  telling  a  wondrous  happy  tale ! 
She  tells  of  seasons  coming,  she  tells  of  seasons  past, 
She  speaks  of  wild  birds  humming,  of  verdant,  velvet  grass. 
Of  fruit  trees,  scented  blossoms  in  the  gladsome  Spring, 
Of  cattle  lowine  Sfentlv,  of  insects  on  the  wing. 
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Her  voice  is  borne  in  sweetness  from  out  the  resting  pines. 
From  every  quivering  leaflet  that  in  the  sun  reclines. 
The  flowers  show  their  faces,  seeming  then  to  say, 
■'We  are  Nature's  paintings."  some  sober  and  some  gay. 
The  wind,  too,  joins  the  chorus  with  mighty  voice  and  loud- 
Sometimes  with  gentle  sighing,  again  in  anthems  proud. 

All  of  Nature's  wonders  seem  gifted  with  a  voice, 

Bidding  us  be  grateful,  bidding  us  rejoice. 

It  whispers  to  us  plainly  of  tender  loving  care, 

Of  peace,  and  joyful  gladness  and  beauty  everywhere. 

It  tells  us  to  love,  and  honor,  and  render  all  our  praise 

To  God,  above,  our  Father  who  numberetli  all  our  days. 
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THE  DEAR  OLD  PLACE  WHERE  MOTHER  USED  TO 

LIVE. 


STEPHEN    A.    BOLON. 


^fjTWAS  sitting"  all  alone,  in  our  lonesome  country  home, 
II      A  thinking  of  the  trials  of  the  day, 
When  a  sad  thought  came  to  me  like  the  shadow  of  a  tree. 

From  the  darkness  of  the  past  not  long  ago. 
With  throbbing  heart  and  tearful  eyes  I  arose  from  off  my  chair, 

Across  a  meadow,  far  away,  I  ran, 
Till  I  came  to  one  familiar  spot,  Thoughts  having  brought  me  here, 

I  found  myself  where  mother  used  to  live. 

Memories  of  my  dear  old  mother,  how  I  long  to  bring  her  back  1 

Deep  within  my  soul  she'll  always  live. 
And  my  heart  sinks  down,  as  I  sadly  look  around 

The  dear  old  ])lace  where  mother  used  to  live. 

In  the  corner  of  a  cottage  stands  a  cot  with  sheets  of  white. 

Where,  every  night,  my  mother  there  would  kneel, 
And  say  a  simple  prayer,  ere  I  turned  down  the  light. 

Then  to  slumber  sweet  her  tired  eyes  would  yield ; 
I'm  left  now  all  alone,  my  dear  old  mother's  gone. 

The  time  has  come  when  my  own  heart  doth  ache. 
But  while  on  earth  I  stay,  I'll  remember,  day  by  day, 

The  dear  old  i)!ace  where  mother  used  to  live. 
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MEMORIAL  DAY. 


CORA  R.    MURRAY. 
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ET  us  gather  flowers  by  the  way, 

Bring  ihcm  from  the  forest  and  llie  vale ; 
Mingle,  with  the  violet's  dainty  spray, 

Roses  bright  and  lilies  pale. 

Weave  them  into  each  symbolic  form. 
Emblems  of  the  valiant  and  the  brave. 

Honored  places  are  they  to  adorn, 
Low  upon  each  hero's  grave. 

Where  the  wild  rose  bends,  amid  the  breeze, 
And  the  bird  songs  echo  o'er  the  hill, 

*Neath  granite  stone,  or  'neath  the  noble  trees, 
They  are  lying,  resting  still. 

Cbuld  we  bring  to  them  what  our  hearts  hold, 
Love  and  honor  with  our  blossoms  fair. 

All  that  song  or  storv  ever  told, 
Could  not  with  our  praise  compare. 

But  they  need  not  either  prayer  or  song, 
Wliat  we  say  or  what  the  world  has  said. 

Flowers  placed  above  the  hearts  so  calm, 
Are  the  gifts  we  bring  our  dead. 
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COMMON  JOY. 

JOSEPHINE    LEEWELLYN. 

N  God's  praising  at  Thanksgiving, 

People  do  not  all  agree ; 
But  one  thought  cheers  all  the  living, 

Over  all  the  land  and  sea ; 
One  thing  gladdens  saint  and  sinner, 

'Tis  with  pleasure  always  rife, 
Though  men  feast  or  have  no  dinner, 

They  are  thankful  they  have  life. 

Death  goes  round  on  people  calling. 

Knocks  on  cot  and  palace  door, 
And  the  shadows  round  him  falling, 

Shows  some  loved  one  is  no  more ; 
But  the  men,  who  still  are  living. 

In  this  so-called  world  of  time, 
Have  the  bells  of  their  thanksgiving. 

Ring  for  them  a  merry  chime. 

Some  have  never  been  believing 

In  the  Maker,  good  and  true.' 
Some  say  God  is  not  receiving 

Half  the  praise  and  honor  due ; 
But  all  have  one  cause  for  gladness. 

That  is  with  thanksgiving  rife. 
That  amidst  this  old  world  of  sadness, 

They  are  still  enjoying  life. 

Rich  and  poor  are  all  united, 

In  this  common  cause  of  joy  ; 
Men  with  life  are  all  delighted, 

Fearing  what  may  life  destroy. 
One  joy  rules  the  world — Thanksgiving, 

Rules  the  hungry  and  well-fed, 
'Tis  the  joy  that  thev  are  living. 

And  are  not  amone  the  dead. 
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THE  STORM. 

MRS.    JENNIE    B.    MOTT. 

OLE  on,  thou  angry,  cruel  storm,  roll  on  ! 

Peal  forth  thy  fury  like  some 
Alad  demon  of  the  deep,  roused  from 

Ills  dreamless  sleep, 
Thy  lurid  glare  and  muttered  roar 

Breaks  forth  ever  and  anon. 
And  with  fiercer  tumults  than  before, 

Seems  like  some  mad  human  soul, 
By  many  passions  rudely  torn. 

Yea !  crack  and  hiss,  dart  -thou  forth  thy 
Forked  tongue  of  deadly  fire, 
And  tear,  and  burn,  ay  rend 
Asunder  all  that  dares  to  lie  within 

Thy  deadly  track ! 
While  man,  thy  rightful  master,  stands 

Mute,  spell-bound  with  fear, 
Too  much  thy  slave  to  murmur,  or  rise 

And  claim  the  heritage  that  was 
Given  him,  to  have  dominion  over  all  that  is. 
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GOD'S  TOKEN. 


SARAH    h.    LUTHER. 
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Er\.K  Sister,  oer  life's  oft  dark  and  thorny  way, 
jjiuunis  many  Howers  bright  and  gay ; 
Cherish  their  sweetness  in  thy  heart, 
But  dwell  not  on  the  briars'  smart. 

Dear  Sister,  every  smile  and  happy  thought, 
Heals  some  wound  that  grief  has  wrought ; 
Look  not  upon  the  specter,  Care; 
But  revel  in  God's  beauties  fair. 

Dear  Sister,  remember,  in  thy  darkest  day, 
God's  saving  light  shines  o'er  thy  way ; 
Graft  in  thy  soul  his  loving  smile, 
It  will  lighten  many  a  weary  while. 

Dear  Sister,  there  is  no  sect  or  creed  above, 
.All  things  are  God's,  and  God  is  love; 
While  on  this  earth,  you  briefly  dwell, 
Do  the  best  you  can,  and  all  is  well. 

Dear  Sister,  never  lose  thy  faith  in  God, 
Though  much  you  feel  the  chastening  rod; 
For  eternal  is  the  life  He  gave, 
His  earthly  children's  souls  to  save. 
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CAST  THY  BREAD  UPON  THE  WATERS. 


EMMA   M.   CONKLIN. 
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AST  thy  bread  upon  the  waters, 
It  to  thee  shall  be  returned; 

Share  with  others  of  thy  portion 
And  God  will  pay  thy  wages  earned. 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters, 
The  tide  will  bear  it  out  to  sea ; 

God  looks  down  from  Heaven  above  it, 
His  faithful  eye  shall  o'er  it  be. 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters, 
Tho'  it  e'er  so  small  may  be ; 

God  will  magnifiy  thy  portion, 
A  hundred  fold  for  thee. 
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BETWEEN  TWO  YEARS. 


% 


ADDIE    LOUISE    DOERR. 

ET  US  Stay  for  a  moment  our  restless  feet, 

■     And  stand  at  the  point  where  two  years  meet, 

Our  out-stretched  hands  to  both  years  we  reach ; 

Giving-,  as  it  were,  one  hand  to  each. 

With  a  tear  we  bid  the  old  adieu, 

With  a  hopeful  smile,  we  welcome  the  new. 

Old  year,  there  are  in  your  treasury  chest, 

My  acts  for  a  year,  both  the  worst  and  the  best. 

Grant  me  one  last  look,  ere  you  depart. 

At  the  work  of  my  hands,  my  mind  and  my  heart. 

Go,  bury  the  bad  in  a  deep  tomb.  Old  Year, 

But,  making  a  bridge,  send  the  good  over  here. 

New  Year,  what  in  your  treasury  chest  have  you? 
Gems  for  all  of  my  days  the  whole  year  through — 
i  must  take  one  each  day ;  but  may  choose  it  myself. 
For  the  keynote  of  my  life  in  sickness  and  health. 
Oh !  I  shall  leave  the  "Doubts"  and  the  "Blues :" 
"Happiness,"  "Love,"  and  "Trust  in  God,"  I'll  choose. 

Good-bye,  Old  Year !  join  the  years  gone  before ! 

Surely  Time,  in  his  archives,  has  room  for  one  more. 

New  Year,  now  I  turn  wholly  to  you  ; 

To  the  trust  that  you  bring,  with  God's  help  I'll  be  true ; 

For  all  of  the  years  with  which  I  am  blest, 

Mv  motto  shall  be:     "Make  each  vear  the  best." 


GEMS     OF     POESY  97 


XL 


MAY  TIME. 

CLARA    LOTHAMER    miller. 

HERE'S  an  amber  tint  in  the  crimson  sky, 

And  the  wild  flowers  seem  to  say, 
As  they  raise  their  heads,  from  their  lowly  beds, 

"Rejoice!  'Tis  the  month  of  May!" 

In  the  lilac  bush  with  its  fragrant  bloom. 

The  robins  are  singing  gay ; 
Music  sweet  fills  the  fragrant  air, 

'Tis  the  beautiful  month  of  May. 

Mingled  melodies  come  from  trees, 

As  they  join  the  happy  lay, 
Birds  with  their  song  while  sunbeams  dance, 

Welcome  the  month  of  May. 

The  amber  sky  is  now  azure  blue. 

And  the  crimson  dies  away, 
With  pomp,  and  renown,  weaves  her  verdure  crown. 

The  fairy  Queen  of  May. 

Like  a  silvery  stream  flows  the  busy  brook. 

And  its  waters  softly  play 
Tunes  to  Springtime  song,  as  they  dance  along, 

To  greet  the  month  of  May. 

A  balmy  breeze  fans  the  dew  kissed  flowers. 

And  the  whole  world  seems  to  say, 
"Join  in  our  praise,  for  the  welcome  days. 

Of  the  glad  happy  month. of  May !" 
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MY  MOTHER  DEAR. 


LUCY   M.    CROWELL. 


ir 


F  I  could  see  my  mother  dear. 
How  happy  I  would  be; 
If  I  could  feel  her  presence  near, 
Gazing  with  love  on  me. 

If  I  could  clasp  her  hand  in  mine. 

And  hear  her  gentle  voice, 
Singing  soft  lays  with  love  entwine, 
'Twould  make  my  soul  rejoice. 

If  I  could  feel  her  soothing  touch, 
And  hear  her  rippling  laugh. 

Like  by-gone  days  'twould  be  as  such 
As  music  on  the  stafif. 

If  I  could  kiss  her  dear  sweet  face, 
And  meet  her  eyes  so  brown, 

I'm  sure  I  could  her  dear  face  trace 
On  God's  celestial  throne. 


® 
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BONNIE  BESS. 


MAURICE   F.     PLACE. 

H,  Bonnie  Bess  is  just  a  dog, 

With  hair  that's  black  and  glossy; 

With  eyes  that  speak  as  human  eyes, 
A  bark  that's  sharp  and  saucy ; 

A  tail  that  wags  a  doggish  smile, 
A  cheery  welcome  for  us ; 

And  ears  that  listen  all  the  while, 

To  keep  a  strict  guard  o'er  us ! 

You  wonder  that  I  am  to  her 

Such  true  and  ardent  lover ; 
'Tis  but  due  honor  I  confer, 

If  I  speak  highly  of  her. 
If  faithfulness  a  virtue  be, 

A  willin*^  heart  be,  either. 
If  love  be  anything  to  me, 

Aly  heart  cannot  deceive  her. 

For  I  have  friends  not  half  so  true. 

Not  half  so  kind  and  tender ; 
Who  can't  forget  the  wrong  I  do, 

Nor  be  my  stanch  defender; 
Who  fail  me  in  the  time  of  strife. 

When  life  seems  not  worth  living — 
For  there's  no  sweeter  thing  in  life 

Than  loving  and  forgiving. 

In  this,  a  dog  can  set  for  me 

A  standard  I  may  follow ; 
That  I  may  give  sincerity. 

Not  sugared  words,  nor  hollow ; 
That  I  to  mine  may  be  no  less, 

As  quick  to  render  kindness ; 
And  to  their  faults,  like  Bonnie  Bess^ 

Have  charitable  blindness. 
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ALWAYS  BE  READY. 


MISS  LYDIA   STELLA   DUCHANNO. 


*€fX  E  it  ever  so  dark  the  night, 


Or  ever  so  cloudy  the  day, 
God's  eyes  will  follow  us  everywhere 
His  Hand  show  the  righteous  way. 

And  when  the  tempter  tempts  us, 
God's  zephyrs  will  whisper  '-no" ; 

And  our  guardian  angel  will  lead  us, 
Trust  the  Lord,  He  is  guiding  you. 

And  when  along  life's  rough  pathway, 
He  leads  us,  we  knoow  He  is  near. 

In  the  darkest  cave  or  tunnel — 
He  is  with  us  everywhere. 

And  when  we  stand  on  the  shore 

Of  that  river  we  all  must  cross  o'er. 

Our  God  will  be  there  to  .receive  us 
There  upon  the  other  shore. 
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So  when  oiir  youth  has  passed  by  us, 
And  its  blossoms  begin  to  fall, 

And  old  age  has  crept  into  our  doorway. 
We  will  hear  God's  beckoning  call. 

For  as  sure  as  spring's  flowers  are  blooming, 
xA.nd  sure  as  winter's  snows  fall. 

At  last,  to  that  beautiful  Heaven, 
God  will  summon  us  all. 

So  let  each  and  all  try  to  spin 

Life's  thread  without  a  single  snarl, 
And  journey  onward  with  a  smiling  face 
To  our  grave  and  our  God. 

So  let  us  do  our  work, 

Complete  every  single  thing. 
So  that  we  may  be  ready 

When  the  stream  of  death  flows  by. 

In  every  mansion  and  every  hut. 

Even  by  the  door  of  the  desert  home, 

The  flower  of  love  yvill  spring — 
But  it  has  never  sprung  b}'  mine. 
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A  BIRD'S  MESSAGE. 


LAVINA  P.   LUDLAM. 


mi 


Y  soul  kept  tryst  with  sorrow 

Through  the  watches  of  the  night, 
And  my  eyes  with  eager  longing 

Sought  the  first  gray  dawn  of  light; 
While  nature's  heart  was  sobbing 

In  fitful  gusts  of  rain, 
Just  keeping  time  to  throbbings 

Of  a  weary  soul  in  pain. 

As  I  listened  to  the  storm  beat 

A  fluttering  sound  I  heard 
And,  through  an  open  window, 

Came  a  little  trembling  bird. 
I  hushed  my  heart  to  listen 

To  the  message  it  might  bring, 
As  trustingly  it  folded 

Its  weary  storm  beat  wing. 

Then  came  the  blessed  message 

Of  the  Spirit  to  my  soul, 
"Why  stay  thee,  child  of  sorrow, 

Out  where  life's  billows  roll? 
There  is  soothing  for  the  weary 

Who  suffer  pain  and  loss. 
A  blessed  balm  of  healing 

In  the  shadow  of  the  cross." 

As  the  little  storm-tossed  birdling 

Seeks  the  shelter  of  the  ark, 
So  hie  thee  to  thy  refuge 

When  storms  beat  fierce  an<l  dark! 
There,  from  the  tempest's  raging, 

Thou  shalt  find  a  sweet  surcease. 
In  the  world  is  tribulation ; 

But  in  Me  ye  shall  find  peace." 
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LOVE'S  FLOWER. 


FLORENCE  E.   BODEN. 


f 


UR  those  who  sleep,  we  know  not  where," 
Today  the  Nation  dirges  sing; 
Whose  deeds  and  memory  w^e  revere, 
And  with  the  nation  honors  bring. 

On  hill  or  plain,  in  valleys  deep, 

Beside  the  river's  flowing  tide, 
Our  brave  ones  fell,  where  now  they  sleep ; 

Perhaps  a  foeman  by  their  side. 

Rough,  craggy,  pine-grown  mountain  heights, 
Where  deep'ning  shadows  deeper  grow, 

There,  wrapped  in  pall  as  dark  as  night, 
Some  mother's  darling  boy  hes  low. 

The  live-oak  with  its  gloomy  veil 

Of  hanging  moss  in  ashen  hue. 
Drapes  kindly  now,  or  gently  trails 

O'er  some  lone  grave,  long  lost  to  view. 

High  over  all  are  warm  bright  skies 
Of  sunny  southland  bending  over. 

While  this  fair,  fragrant  flower  lies 
As  gift  in  love  for  friend  or  brother. 
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POOR  LITTLE  NEWSBOYS. 
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EmEUNE  COLEMAN. 

H !  those  poor  little  newsboys 

Shivering  with  cold 
On  the  busy  streets, 

While  there  is  so  much  gold  ! 

What  have  they  done 

That  they're  not  dressed  warm, 
While  selling  their  papers 

Out  in  the  storm?" 

Just  now  they  are  watching 

To  see  the  dead  face 
Of  Senator  Hanna, 

A  friend  of  our  race. 

Could  he  see  those  poor  boys 

So  ragged  and  cold, 
I  think  he  would  open 

His  treasures  of  gold, 

And  buy  them  some  clothes 
To  keep  them  quite  warm, 

While  selling  their  papers 
Out  in  the  storm. 

A   friend  of  the  poor. 

(Though  wealthy  himself)  — 
He  was  never  elated 

x\s  many  of  pelf ; 

But  ever  was  ready 
To  help  rich  and  poor, 

'J"o  keep  them  together, 
From  wrangling  and  war. 

But  now  he  is  gone ! 

Still  his  works  will  live  on  ; 
And  soon  we  will  meet  him 

Among  the  great  throng. 
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GOD'S  AIERCY  TO  THE  AGED. 


B 


JOHN   L.   E.   GRAY. 

N  aged  man  with  clouded  brow 

And  locks  as  white  as  winter's  snow, 
Was  sitting  in  an  easy  chair, 
While  down  his  face  there  stole  a  tear 
Of  penitence  for  what  his  life  had  been- 
Full  of  debauchery,  shame  and  sin. 

At  last,  he  has  conle  to  the  river's  brink 
Where  he  must  either  swim  or  sink ; 
The  shadows  of  night  are  falling  fast, 
He  a  poor  penitent  at  last. 
Praying  God's  forgiving  grace, 
To  find  for  him  in  Heaven  a  place. 

Those  that  grow  old  in  a  life  of  sin, 

Tremble  when  they  ask  of  Him, 

"God  forgive  me,  let  me  see 

Jesus  in  Eternity." 

Our  Father's  forgiveness  is  so  great 

He  forgives  us,  though  repentant  late. 
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THE  LAKE'S  LAMENT. 


H.    HANSON    BEST. 


m 


PHEAVED  the  ocean  in  vast  commotion 
Aeons  agone  when  the  Earth  was  young, 
Obeying  the  mandate  "Divide,  ye  waters !" 
And  here  by  the  Cosmic  Force  was  I  flung 
Apart  from  my  comrades,  the  heaving  billows, 
Whose  cravings  for  food  are  ships  and  men, 
I  miss  my  comrades,  and  do  not  forget  them, 
Though  ages  have  cycled,  twixt  Now  and  Then. 

Sometimes  I  forget  lue,  and  pray  God  to  let  me 
Toss  up  my  billows  to  yon   high  hill. 
Gathering  my  strength,  I  rush  madly,  blindly 
To  find — I  but  lap  these  low  shores  still. 
How  long,  how  long,  O,  God  of  the  waters. 
Must  I,  in  these  fetters  yet  abide? 
One  thing  only  is  half  as  lonely, — 
A  human  heart  with  its  hope  denied. 
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MARY  MAGDALENE. 


L.    SEWARD. 


IH 


OPE  spreads  her  wings  far  out  in  vain 

To  span  earth's  great  and  wide  domain. 
The  hand  of  fate  holds  fast,  secure ; 

The  heart  must  break,  and  still  endure. 
A  smile  may  lead  the  soul  as  well 

To  Heaven  above  or  down  to  hell. 
From  out  the  filth  of  mire  and  earth, 

A  flower  may  spring  of  double  worth. 
Oh!  Mary,  Mary,  Magdalene! 

The  ghostly  haunts  of  idle  hours 

Are  guilded,  bright  bedecked  with  flowers, 
But  gaunt  the  hands  joined  in  the  play 

That  leads  the  soul  so  far  astray. 
A  seething  tumult  rages  in 

The  soul  that's  steeped  in  shame  and  sin ; 
A  fair  white  pearl  was  found  unhurt, 

Though  covered  with  the  mire  and  dirt. 
Oh!  Mary,  Mary,  Magdalene! 

Spread  out  the  wings  of  hope  once  more, 

And  fan  the  wide  expanse  far  o'er : 
A  fairer  flower  never  grew. 

Than  love  that  springs  within  anew. 
And  as  the  pearl,  in  course  of  time. 

Was  brought  from  out  the  filth  and  slime. 
The  heart  that's  grounded  so  in  sin 

May  spring  a  pure  sweet,  love  within 
Oh!  Mary,  Mary,  Magdalene! 
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ABOUT  RIGHT. 


XL 


MRS.  ROSA   BATER. 

CM  MY  was  a  very  good  scholar, 
But  fractions  troubled  him  some ; 

So  his  teacher  thought  she  could  help  him 
By  contriving  a  difiicult  one. 

So  she  said,  "Supposing  your  mother 
Makes  eight  pieces  of  a  pound  of  steak; 

What  in  fractions  would  it  be  called. 
If  only  one  piece  you  should  take?" 

Tommy  thought  for  a  moment. 
And  acted  like  one  spell-bound ; 

Then  raised  his  eyes  with  a  twinkle, 

And  ansv/ered,  "One  eighth  of  a  pound." 

"Very  well.  Now  supposing  she  cuts 
One  of  the  eight  pieces  in  two, 

What  would  each  part  be  called  then? 
Do  you  think  you  could  answer  it  true  ?" 

He  looked  perplexed  for  a  moment 
Hardly  daring  to  look  around ; 

Then  collecting  his  senses,  he  answered, 
"One  sixteenth  of  a  pound." 

"Correct.  Now  supposing  she  severs 
Or  divides  one  sixteenth  again. 

Making  eight  pieces  of  a  sixteenth, 

What  would  each  piece  be  called  then?" 

He  started  to  figure  it  over. 

Then  a  thought  fairly  made  his  eyes  flasli ; 
He  concealed  a  smile  in  a  hurry. 

And  gave  for  his  answer,  "Hash !" 
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LAKE  HURON  SHORE. 


® 


MRS.     KATIE    FISH. 

NE  pleasant  morning,  as  I  was  walking 

Along  the  banks  of  Lake  Huron  shore, 
I  espied  a  fair  maid  in  deep  emotion, 

As  she  stood  gazing  to  a  far  distant  shore. 

On  the  lovely  banks  of  Lake  Huron  watoj — 

It  was  there  I  met  the  maid  I  adore, 
As  she  stood  gazing  across  the  blue  wave 

I'ar,  far  away  to  some  distant  shore. 

I  stood,  amazed,  and  on  her  gazed, 

Little  dreaming  what  I   should  do. 
Still  standing  lingering,  I  heard  her  singing — 

Singing  on  the  banks  of  Lake  Huron  shore. 

She  sang  so  sweetly  and  so  completely 

That  she  made  the  woods  and  the  valley  ring, 

And  with  every  echo,  I  loved  her  better — 
All  on  the  banks  of  Lake  Huron  shore. 

I  stepped  up  to  her,  and  boldly  asked  her 

If  she  would  be  mine  forevermore. 
She  said,  "Kind  sir,  you  are  a  stranger 

Along  the  banks  of  Lake  Huron  Shore." 

Long,  long  I  pleaded  and  at  last  she  conceded 
This  poor  heart  of  mine  to  love  and  adore, 

When  to  my  surprise,  looked  into  my  eyes. 

Saving,  "I'll  be  yours  forever  on  Lake  Huron  Shore." 
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PRELUDE  TO  SLEEP. 


FREDRIK  N.  FROM. 


m 


IGHT  softly  fell  upon  the  world, 
Star-crowned  and  beautiful,  serene, 

Dew  drinking  flowers  distilled  their  sweets 
Upon  the  air  that  held  the  scene. 


The  noisome  laugh  had  died  away. 

The  streets  were  shorn  of  toiling  men,— 
Prophetic  hush,  save  where  a  prayer 
Rose,  trembling  with  devout  Amen. 
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A  KING. 


MRS.    EUZA   L.    M.    MULCAHY. 

ROWN  him  with  a  halo  bright, 

Wrought  of  honor,  truth  and  right, 
Gemmed  from  sparkling  eyes  that  find 
A  reflector  in  the  mind. 

His  a  heart  so  firm  and  strong 
That  will  war  with  every  wrong ; 
Ev'ry  passion  to  subdue, 
Loving,  though,  and  kind  and  true. 

Waves  the  scepter  in  his  hand, 
As  a  true  Promethian  wand ; 
His  to  elevate  mankind 
Rather  than  their  nature  bind. 

And  his  kingdom  broad  and  free, 
Whereso'er  he  chance  to  be. 
And,  where  there  is  wrong  to  right, 
Rolls  his  voice  of  thunderous  might. 


112  GEMS     OF     POESY 


A  CIGARETTE  SMOKER. 


ALVIN    C.    KIDWELL. 


♦iJI^OYS,  if  you  aim  at  business  success, 
%mr  The  very  worst  thing  you  can  do. 

Is  lo  form  the  bad  habit  of  smoking  the  weed — 
The  vice  I  entreat  vou  eschew ! 


There  are  boys  that  have  talents  of  highest  degree, 

Whose  morals  are  very  fine, 
With  both  talent  and  morals  wholly  obscured 

In  tobacco  smoke  all  the  time. 

r.nsincss  men   choose   iov  their  office  help 

The  best  boys  they  can  get; 
And  the  best  boys  are  not  the  ones,  understand. 

That  use  the  cigarette. 

Oh !  poor  yellow  finger-tips !  poor  trembling  hand  ! 

But  even  more  pitiful  yet. 
Is  the  poor  nervous  creature  that  can't  hold  a  .job — 

The  fiend  of  the  cigarette. 

So  give  them  up,  boys !  While  you're  young  you  can ; 

Don't  let  the  habit  grow. 
The  deadly  narcotic  will  wreck  your  lives. 

You  will  heed  mv  advice,  I  know. 
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HOPE. 


F.    CHALK. 


IH 


OPE,  thou  spring  of  expectation 

Welling  up  within  the  soul! 
Always  hoping  for  the  morrow 

When  we'll  reach  the  longed-for  goal. 

Hopeless,  our  lives  would  be  a  burden ; 

Dismal,  without  joy  or  mirth ; 
So,  hope  on  !     Each  day  look  forward 

To  what  the  morrow  may  bring  forth. 

On  and  on  we  go  from  childhood 

To  old  age's  declining  years, 
Erecting  castles  for  the  future — 

But  alas !  they're  built  of  tears. 

But,  Hope,  allow  not  disappointment 
To  destroy  our  cherished  plans : 

Build  thy  castle  of  Aspiration 

On  Fond  Hearts'  Desires'  sands. 

Will  this  not  contentment  give,  or 

Will  it,  like  die  woven  webs. 
Matured  in  evening  shadows  straightway 

In  the  sun  be  torn  to  shreds  ? 

Of  what  value  will  our  lives  be 
If  no  hope  points  out  the  way? 

We  can  feel  assured  of  nothing — 
We  can  only  hope  and  pray. 

That  when  this  life  of  fleeting  rainbows 
Has  been  left  behind,  then  we 

Will  have  all  our  fondest  wishes 
Realized  in  eternitv. 
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LIFE'S  JOURNEY. 


E.   IRENE  NUGENT. 


% 


IFE  is  not  a  dream  of  sunshine, - 

But  a  field  of  bitter  woe, 
That  is  only  filled  with  trouble, 

And  I  know  not  where  to  go. 

I  may  loiter  in  the  meadow, 

Or  in  the  shady  dell. 
But,  alas !  It  is  not  written 

The  sorrow  known  too  well. 

See  the  child  with  growing  shadows 
On  its  calm  and  peaceful  brow, 

It  can  feel  the  coming  future. 
But  it  cannot  see  it  now. 

Day  by  day  we  travel  onward. 
Step  by  step  we  reach  the  grave. 

If  we  do  our  best,  our  duty, 
We  our  souls  will  surely  save. 
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SWINGING. 


NELLIE   A.    GARDNER. 


*fE%  APPILY,  merrily,  joyous  and  free, 
il*/      Up  we  go,  down  we  go,  swinging',  you  see. 
Swift  as  the  lark  which  is  now  on  the  wing. 
Forward  and  back  in  this  beautiful  swing. 

Bright  is  the  sunshine,  and  balmy  the  air, 
Cadence  of  music,  deliciously  rare. 
School  days  are  over,  and  gladly  we  sing, 
Meeting  our  friends,  at  this  beautiful  swing. 

Hark !  to  that  voice,  in  the  distance  we  hear ! 
Father  is  calling  so  loudly,  and  clear, 
"Children,  come  home!"  and  glaj  voices  ring; 
Again  we  shall  meet  at  this  beautiful  swing. 

Through  years  full  of  joy.  and  sorrow  we  roam. 
Awaiting  the  call  of  our  father,  "Come  Home !" 
Though  we  wait  for  the  call,  still  memory  will  cling. 
To  the  friends  we  shall  great,  as  of  yore,  at  the  swing. 

We  shall  love  them,  and  clasp  them,  and  greet  them  once  more. 
The  friends  of  our  youth,  on  that  beautiful  shore, 
In  the  light  of  God's  love,  Hossannas  will  ring, 
Forgotten  forever,  the  past  and  the  swing. 
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THE   GLORY   OF   OUR   COUNTRY. 


MARY   E.    PEACH. 


/Hb 


Y  country  !  my  country !  the  theme  of  our  song ! 

At  morning,  at  night,  e'en  all  the  day  long, 
We  sing  of  the  land  of  our  choice  and  our  birth, 
That  its  glories  may  waken  the  nations  of  earth. 
We  sing,  we  are  free,  but  what  freedom  is  this? 
If  the  chance  to  do  right,  we  willfully  miss? 
Thy  glory,  my  country,  we  certainly  know 
Is  only  the  glory  our  daily  lives  show. 

We  turn  to  our  books  with  historical  pages. 

And  read  that  each  downfall  through  all  the  ages, 

Was  caused  by  the  failure  of  different  nations 

To  live  the  truth,  though  of  divers  stations. 

My  country,  my  country,  shall  we  profit  by  this, 

Or,  closing  our  eyes,  the  lesson  miss  ? 

Nay !  we'll  stand  for  the  right,  a  united  band, 

Singing  in  triumph  the  praise  of  our  land. 

O,  God  of  our  fathers,  of  all  power  and  might, 

Grant  unto  us  the  power  to  do  right! 

Each  individual,  man,  woman  and  child 

Fill  with  Thy  love,  O,  Christ,  meek  and  mild ! 

Then  we'll  sing  of  our  country's  freedom  and  might, 

And  nations  will  stand  in  awe  at  the  sight, 

Of  a  people  whose  God  is  the  Lord  above. 

And  in  whose  heart  is  the  law  of  love. 
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LOVE. 


M.    DUSPIVA. 


X 


OVE,  thou  art  the  poet's  theme. 

Love,  thou  art  the  young  man's  dream. 
Love,  is  pure,  steadfast  and  true; 
Man,  for  love,  will  all  things  do. 
Love  makes  him  happy,  clears  his  skies, 
Transforms  earth  into>  paradise. 

Oh !  how  happy  and  blest  is  the  man  or  boy 
Who  his  "first  true  love"  can  eiijoy. 
Tongues  can  never  express  nor  minds  conceive 
Or  love-lorn  humanity  made  to  believe, 
The  comfort  and  peace  and  joy  of  the  heart 
That  has  been  struck  by  Cupids'  flaming  dart. 

The  heart  that  is  struck  by  Cupid's  dart 

Yet  trembles  not  at  its  tingling  smart. 

(Only  trembles  for  very  joy) 

And  sends  a  blush  to  the  maiden  coy 

As  she  waits  for  the  lover  to  claim  as  his  wife 

The  heart  he's  impaled  for  all  his  life. 

Pledging  to  stand  in  foul  and  fair. 
Sharing  his  every  joy  and  care. 
On  earth  no  happiness  can  be  found. 
That  will  exceed  or  in  pleasure  abound 
Than  the  joy  of  a  happy  well  matched  pair, 
Who  on  earth  "xA.ngel  Food"  Love  can  share.  ■ 

Oh !  for  the  love  of  a  true  girl's  heart 

Men  will  face  the  gatling  gun,  the  flaming  dart. 

To  win  her,  no  task  can  too  difficult  be ! 

For  he  loves  her,  and  her  alone  does  he  see. 

Oh  !  blessed  is  he  if  he  wins  his  prize ; 

For  she'll  make  earth  to  him  a  paradise. 
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SEPTEMBER. 


M 


ETHEL  F.  GEE. 

HATE'ER  the  cares  that  have  oppressed  me 

Or  the  shadows  on  my  way. 
They  vanish  in  the  golden  sunshine 

Of  a  bright  September  day, 
When  I  leave  my  work  behind  me, 

And  go  out  with  footsteps  free, 
Through  the  garden  and  the  orchard, 

Down  the  hill,  across  the  lea. 

Where  the  peaceful  look  of  nature. 

No  disturbing  aspect  shows 
And  the  brook's  repeated  murmur 

Lulls  my  spirit  to  repose. 
Where- the  harvest  fly  and  cricket 

Sing  in  drows\-  monotone. 
From  the  deepest  of  the  thicket, 

Whence  the  early  bird  had  flqwn. 

Where  the  cat-tails  in  profusion, 

And  the  tail  sunflower  grows. 
And  the  golden-rod  in  masses 

Of  rich  color  brightly  glows  ; 
Where  Summer,  crowned  in  regal  splendor, 

Lingers  with  her  joyous  train. 
With   her  beauty   still   unfading, 

Queen  of  all  her  wide  domain. 

And,  as  yet,  no  intimation 

Of  her  departure  come^  to  me. 
O'er  the  balmy  southern  breezes, 

From  the  fragrant  grassy  lea. 
'Tis  there  I  see  enchanted  visions, 

And  my  fallen  spirits  rise, 
To  heights  of  rapturous  elation, 

'Neath  the  bright  Scr)i:eniber  skies. 
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THE  CALL. 


IDA  RYDER. 


MHEN  the  blue-white  clouds  bend  low  the  high  arched  sky, 
And  the   thickly-clustered  blossoms  make  the  June  breeze 
seem  to  sigh ; 
And  the  bosom  of  the  waters  shows  an  image  pure  as  light, 
As  the  children,  Heaven's  cherubs,  wash  the  sands  to  make  them 

white ; 
Then  me  thinks,  I  hear  a  murmur  soft  as  echoes  from  the  se; 
'Tis  the  lovely  voice  of  Nature,  and  she  stoops  to  call  to  m 

When  the  busy,  working  world  has  filled  itself  with  wrong, 
And  the  curse  and  cry  of  terror  take  the  place  of  joy  and  song. 
When  there  is  no  time  for  gladness  in  the  midst  of  sin  and  woe, 
And  there's  naught  on  earth  to  live  for,  as  the  swift  days  come 

and  go. 
Then  perchance,  I  hear  a  whisper,  and  I  know  that  it  must  be 
The  faithful  voice  of  Duty  as  it  comes  to  call  to  me. 
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INSPIRATION, 


IB 


MRS.    STELLA    L.    WOOSLUY.  " 

)Lir^'D  with  threads  of  burnished  gold, 
Where  the  fragrant  rose-leaves  fold, 
Or  within  the  sacred  shrine, 
Where  the  trailing  ivies  twine — 
Here,  where  ripples-  softly  flow, 
Washing  white  the  sands  below, 
Lives  my  inspiration.    - 

From  a  book  within  the  heart, 

Folded  pages  form  a  part ; 

To  the  world  they  are  concealed ; 

But  to  God,  they  are  revealed. 

He  Who  views  our  life  within, 

Knowing  what  our  liopes  have  been, 

Reads  my  inspiration. 

Oft  i  m  led  where  flowers  are  springing. 
Or  where  mournful  bells  are  ringing. 
Sometimes-  voices  speak  to  me, 
Seeming  a  reality ; 
And  I  stand  beneath  a  crown. 
Bright  with  banners  of  renown. 
Where  dwells  sweet  inspiration. 

Best  of  all  the  waves  that  flow. 
Best  of  all  the  flowers  that  grow — 
When  to  Thy  Soul  I  dare  confide, 
With  sorrow  at  the  highest  tide, 
I  call  to  Thee,  and  hear  Thee  say, 
"Dash  this  sadnes,s  all  away ; 
I  still  am  Thine,  with  love  divine 
Thy  Hope  and  Inspiration." 
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THE  GEORY  OF  THE  PAST. 


fm 


SALUE  EASLEY. 

YSTERIOUS  form !  The  old  gray  wall 
Has  seen  successive  kingdoms  fall, 
And  felt  the  mighty  beat 
Of  times'  deep  flood,  as  thrones  and  kings 
And  crowns  and  all  earth's  proudest  things 
Have  sought,  at  last,  retreat. 

'Tis  gone !     And  through  the  portals  wide 
Comes  rolling  in  a  living  tide. 

And  hark !  far  echoed  out, 
Whence  comes  that  high  deafening  peal. 
Till  even  these  stead-fast  turrets  reel? 

It  is  a  nation's  shout. 

I   see  the  poet's  broken   lyre 

Over  which  were  uttered  words  of  fire, 

The  hero's  shivered  sword, 
The  sage's  tomes,  the  wreath  of  fame — 
Are  drifting  to  the  dark  inane 

And  no  returning  word. 

Old  abbey !  On  my  thoughtful  heart 
A  lesson  that  shall  ne'er  depart. 

Thy  silent  walls  have  left ; 
And  now,  more  wise  than  I  have  been, 
I  step  into  the  living  stream 

Again  and  onward  drift. 
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A  TRIBUTE  TO  THE  AMERICAN  VOLUNTEERS. 


JOHN  BREEZE. 

MHEN  war  with  Spain  was  first  declared,  and  they  called  for 
volunteers, 
Our  boys  responded  quickly,  with  many  hearty  cheers. 
They  boldly  marched  to  victory  or  death  upon  the  plain, 

Fighting  beneath  old  glory,  for  the  martyrs  of  the  Maine. 
No  braver  lot  of  men  e'er  fought,  their  country's  flag  to  save, 

And  many  now  lie  buried,  within  an  unmarked  grave. 
In  gallant  fights  in  Cuba,  they  made  an  honored  name — 
A  name  that  will  forever  live,  in  memory's  golden' frame. 

Supreme  above  them  all  is  one,  he's  the  man  of  iron  will ; 

Who  led  the  charge  in  Cuba,  that  captured  San  Juan  Hill ; 
He  bravely  led  them  in  the  fray,  and  with  the  saber's  wave, 

He  shouted  on  to  victory,  to  glory  or  a  soldier's  grave. 
We  hail  him  now,  our  honored  chief ;  by  being  on  the  square. 

He  boldly  rode  into  our  hearts,  and  the  Presidential  chair. 
In  gallant  fights  in  Cuba,  he  made  an  honored  name, 

A  name  that  will  live  forever,  in  memory's  golden  frame. 
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THE  BROKEN  HARP. 


MAY   SHAUGHNESY, 


H 


SONG  you  ask  tonight,  child, 

A  song  I  cannot  sing. 
My  heart  has  grief  tonight,  dear, 
My  harp  a  broken  string. 

Ah!  yes,  the  harp  is  mute  now, 

I  cannot  make  it  sound. 
The  grief  which  broke  that  string,  child, 

Around  the  rest  is  wound. 

So  here,  in  quiet  even 

I  wait  the  Master's  hand. 
To  touch  my  broken  harp-string 

To  take  my  soul  beyond. 
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MY    ADIRONDACK    DEER. 


ma 


ELAINE. 

HEN  the  golden  grain  was  garnered. 

In  the  Antunin  of  the  year, 
Jonrneyed  I  to  regions  distant, 

Seeking  Adirondack  deer, 
'Mid  wild  Nature's  rocks  and  ravines, 

Where  cool,  limpid  waters  flow, 
In  their  swift,  resistless  yearning. 

For  the  rippling  lakes  below. 

If  you  seek  a  thrilling  story, 

I  must  be  left  out,  I  fear . 
Boast  I  not  of  hunter's  prowess. 

For  I  did  not  wound  a  deer ; 
But  my  prize  was  vastly  better ; 

(Cupid's  tricks  are  mighty  queer) 
For  I  sighted  and  I  captured, 

Quite  another  kind  of  "dear." 

Oh !  her  hair  was  prisoned  sunshine, 

And  her  eyes  rare  amber  brown. 
Standing  in  the  lucent  sunlight, 

With  her  glance  bent  shyly  down, 
(Deep  as  Adirondack  trout  pools 

In  their  depths  my  soul  v>'as  drowned!) 
And  I  woke  in  climes  Elysian, 

Far  above  the  solid  ground. 

Now,  June's  roses  sift  their  petals, 

Bee  and  bloom,  both  far  and  near ; 
Though  'tis  not  the  hunting  season, 

I  go  North  to  take  my  Dear. 
Talk  about  your  mighty  hunters, 

Nimrod,  Boone,  and  all  the  rest. 
To  transfix  a  dear  transcendant — 

Cupid's  darts  are  far  the  best. 
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A  SHARP  WITNESS. 


5 


GROVER  gifford; 

LDGE  Cox,  although  he  never 
Studied  law,  was  very  shrewd; 

You  would  think  he  had  read  Blackstone ; 
For  his  argument  was  good. 

As  a  witness  in  a  trial. 

He  was  self  possessed  and  cool ; 
He  never  got  excited — 

Easy  going,  as  a  rule. 

Other  people  testifying 

On  the  witness  box. 
Might  let  their  evidence  get  tangled  ; 

But  not  so  his  Honor,  Cox. 
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ON  THE  FARM. 


EDITH  DOUGHERTY. 


IT 


LIKE  to  hear  the  black-bird  singing 

Down  the  wood-land  path, 
And  to  catch  the  scent  of  daisies 

Just  peeping  through  the  grass ; 
And  I  like  to  see  the  partridge 

Fly  away  in  quick  alarm, 
When  I  go  out  of  Sundays 

To  Mother's  on  the  farm. 

I  like  to  hear  the  cow  bells  tinkling 

Down  the  shady  lane, 
As  they  drive  them  out  of  mornings 

Past  the  fields  of  waving  grain ; 
And  I  like  to  watch  the  sunlight  lalling 

Over  all  so  soft  and  warm, 
When  I  go  out  of  Sundays 

To  Mother's  on  the  farm. 

But;  most  of  all  I  like  to  see 

My  mother's  loving  face, 
Smiling  from  the  door-way 

Of  this  dear  and  hallowed  place ; 
For  she  welcomes  me  with  smile  so  sweet 

That  would  the  angels  charm, 
When  I  go  out  of  Sundays 

To  Mother's  on  the  farm. 

God  bless,  and  keep  her  with  usl 
For  the  old  home  would  be  drear, 

If  the  sun  wouM  shine,  and  flowers  bloom 
And  mother  wasn't  here; 

It  wouldn't  be  the  same  to  me, 
'Twould  lose  it's  sweetest  charm, 

When  I  go  out  of  Sundays, 

To  Mother's  on  the  farm. 
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MEMORY'S  ECHOES. 


z 


W.   F.   PORTER. 


HE  memories  of  a  happy  past 

Come  over  me,  like  evening's  calm, 

And  strains  of  long  forgotten  songs. 
Breathe,  in  my  soul,  a  soothing  balm. 


Games  played  in  youth  come  back  again. 
And  make  my  old  blood  leap  anew. 

When  memory  with  her  witthing  charms, 
Passes  the  old  sports  in  review. 

Once  more  I  hear  in  ringing  tones. 
The  glad  shout  of  the  merry  crowd. 

And  catch  the  click  of  ice  and  steel. 

While  listening,  wrapt  in  memory's  clouds. 

Long  years  have  passed,  and  cares  between, 
Have  streaked  with  gray,  my  once  dark  hair; 

But,  memories  of  the  happy  past, 
Blot  out  all  scenes  except  those  fair. 
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TEMPORAL  LIFE. 


ARTHUR   LOFTON. 


XIFE  is  a  vapor  that  appeareth  for  awhile, 
And  then  vanishes  far  from  sight. 
She  Cometh  as  a  flower,  in  gayest  style, 
Whose  beauties  are  shed  ere  night. 

Life  is  an  era  of  many  trials, 

An  epoch  of  many  woes, 
A  period  that  tarries  for  awhile, 

And  then  away  she  goes. 

i 
Life   has   sweets' and   life  has  bitters; 

We  laugh,  and  then  we  weep ; 

Like  the  diamond  dewdrops,  she  glitters, 

Then  elapses  in  beautiful  sleep. 

Life  is  a  pathway  full  of  thorns, 

A  sad  and  gloomy  day, 
A  beautiful  rose  till  autumn  dawns — 

Then  she  fades  and  vanishes  away. 

Life  is  a  brief  little  song, 

Filled  with  music  gay, 
She  charms  an  innumerable  throng, 

Then  silently  passes  away. 

Life  is  like  a  sunbeam  sparkling  here  and  there 

Like  a  little  rain-cloud,  drifting  everywhere, 
Flourishing  in  grandeur  from  morn  till  close  of  eve, 

Then  her  beautv  fades  away,  and  she  falls  like  autumn  leaves. 
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MAN'S  FACE. 


HETTIE    LACEY. 


XL 


HE  glossy  hair  that  ripples  down 

In  wavy,  curling  tresses. 
Is  a  crown  divine  to  features  fine 

Which  it  frames  with  soft  caresses. 

The  eyes,  the  windows  of  the  soul 
And  which  the  world  looks  through, 

To  -find  if  we  are  good  or  bad, 
Or  whether   false  or  true. 

The  rosebud  lips,  the  rubies  red, 

Outvieing  in  their  glory 
Await  to  tell  in  whispers  sweet 

Love's  olden,  oft-told  story. 

The  teeth,  like  pearls,  that  twixt  them  gleam. 

And  flash  whene'er  he  smiles, 
Th  dewy  breath  is  perfume  sweet 

The  voice  like  a  song  beguiles. 

The  finely  pencilled,  arching  brow. 

The  dark  and  silken  lashes. 
From  which  sad  tears  trickle  down 

From  which  a  bright  smile  flashes. 

These,  the  different  members 

Of  the  perfect  human  face, 
The  image  of  our  Master, 

Proud  heritage  of  His  Grace. 
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INDIAN  SUMMER. 


HARRIET   M.   BOLMAN. 


XL 


HE  swift  receding  summer  time 

Hath  all  a  lover's  art, 
And  looketh  back  with  winning  smile 

Ere  she  can  quite  depart. 

She  came  with  timid,  girlish  grace. 

And  where  her  light  feet  trod. 
The  flow'rets  sprang  in  haste  to  greet,. 

And  bloomed  along  the  sod. 

But  now  she  treads,  a  very  queen,^ 

Adown  the  forest  nave ; 
The  trailing  splendor  of  her  robe 

No  Tyrian  dyes  e'er  gave. 

The  softened  haze  that  fills  the  air 

Veils  not  her  ripened  charms. 
What  wealth  of  goldei  sheaves  she  beai« 

Within  her  circling  arms  ! 

O,  radiant  monarch  of  the  year. 

This  cheering  promise  bring, 
That,  though  the  bird  has  ceased  its  soa^ 

The  rose  its  blossoming. 

Somehow,  somewhere,  there  waits  for  WBi. 

Secure  from  evil  chance. 
The  Indian  Summer  of  our  hope. 

Ere  winlrv  davs  advance.. 


GEMS     OF    P  (J  E  S  Y  131 


THE  THUNDER  CLOUD. 


W.    H.    COMPTON. 


^g|  saw,  upon  the  horizon,  a  cloud  majestic — grand, 
9%'      Which  floated  in  ethereal  space,   and  all  at  once  to  stand 
Until,  enforced  by  lesser  ones,  that  dotted  all  the  sky  ; 
And  thus  combined,  the  thunders  roll,  the  lightnings  flash  on  high. 

It  wrapped  the  heavens -in  awful  gloom,  and  hovered  like  a  pall. 
Can  this,  I  thought,  be  mortal's  doom,  man's  penance  for  his  fall? 
And,  then,  upon  its  figure  head,  methought  I  saw  a  form — 
Direct  its  movements  and  command  the  forces  of  the  storm. 
When  hark !  anon  the  skies  are  rent,  gross  darkness  reigns  around ; 
And  Heaven's  artillery  seemed  to  play  on  every  inch  of  ground. 
I  asked  myself  if  aerial  forms  are  visions  of  the  mind. 
The  product  of  distorted  sense,  illusions  of  the  blind ; 
Or  are  they  disembodied  souls  snatched  from  this  earth  below, 
And,  in  a  transit,  to  their  rest,  some  earthly  form  will  sh6w? 

Howe'er  obscure  the  question  comes,  was  this  from  life  here  torn, 
The  victim  of  some  hellish  deed  by  war  or  pillage  shorn? 
Or  might  it  be  the  God  in  power  few  earthly  mortals  know. 
Until  the  cowardly  spirits  quail  beneath  some  load  of  woe. 
Whate'er  it  be,  we  ne'er  can  know — until  the  spirit  soar, 
Give  up  the  task  philosophy  and  wait  the  now  closed  door. 
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TO  THE  BOBOLINK. 


s 


J.   M.   H. 

ING  on  !     Proclaim  thy  notes  aloud  ! 

Make  passing  hearts  thy  joy  and  power  feel, 
And  think  of  thee  who  feels  so  proud 

To  think  of  God  in  song  so  beautiful  and  real ! 
Well  done,  thou  good  and  noble  Bob ! 

The  air  thrills  on  with  thy  sweet  voice ; 
Ever  will  I  hear  thee,  for  my  heart  did  throb. 

My  soul  did  shudder  as  I  now  rejoice. 

Again  you  throw  your  notes  of  song  afar 

Trying  to  touch  the  heart  of  some  rude  soul 
With  thy  sweet  voice  the  tympanum  to  jar 

The  eye  to  look  at  God  so  pure  and  whole. 
Resting  as  the  echoes  burst  upon  the  air. 

Once  more  your  quivering  throat  doth  strain 
Joy  to  the  aching  heart  from  that  lone  lair 

And  thy  sweet  hardships  have  not  been  in  vain. 

Must  I  look  on  ?      Must  I  be  mute? 

Can't  I  one  ray  of  sunshine  cause  to  fall 
On  some  rough  path?     (Within  some  heart  to  root 

To  cheer  the  soul  and  rid  it  of  its  gall.) 
Then  peace  and  joy  so  beautiful  and  fine, 

Thy  pathway  once  so  rough  it  will  adorn. 
And  sleep,  a  dream  of  a  golden  time, 

And  rise  refreshed  at  the  dawn  of  morn. 
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GRATITUDE. 


UELLA    ROBINSON-KING. 
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S  I  toil  upward  to  the  summit  of  life's  hill. 

I  downward,  sometimes,  cast  a  lingering  look, 
And  rest  mine  eye  on  hoary  knoll  or  haunted  vale 

Where  memory  fastens,  as  scanning  eye  on  book ; 

And  there  the  whispering  grasses  speak  of  malice  borne, 
Or  wrangling  path  peeps  forth  to  point  the  way, 

Uncarcd  for,  found  there  only  scorn. 

To  mark  my  weariness,  and  could  repay. 

By  gracious  courtesy,  a  grudge,  or  well-aimed  hurt ; 

I  find  but  gratitude  for  all  disdain  ; 
For,  had  I  never  trod  the  wind}-  wa}'side,  girt 

With  thorns  of  spite,  and  so  had  naught  but  gain 

Received.     My  open  hands,  forever  stretching  out 
For  privilege  and  gift — How  then  obtain 

The  soul  of  charity  so  gladly  cast  about 

My  w'alk  ?     With  gentle  mein,  another's  gain. 

How  bear  another's  pain  up  life's  laborious  steep 
If  longings  never  came?     No  want  denied 

Or  ne'er  to  feel  the  damp  of  injui-y  creep. 

Upon  a  pathway  all  brambled  o'er  with  pride. 
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NORAli  AND  ROBIN. 
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ALBERT  0.   YATES. 

P  where  the  heather  grows, 

Sweet  Norah,  one  day, 
Chmhed  in  the  moonlight, 

Love  leading"  the  way. 
Under  the  pine  tree, 

In  moonlight  glade, 
Rested  sweet  Norah 

While  Zephyr  played. 

With  beauty's  fair  brow, 

And  its  clustering-  curls, 
While  the  thought  of  a  Robin, 

In  heart  fluttering  whirls. 
-And  Robin,  he  came 

Gaily  whistling  along, 
And  a  singing  sweet  notes 

Of  love's  beautiful  song. 

O,  Norah  !  sweet  Norah  1 

My  heart  is  beguiled 
With  thy  sweet  witching  ways! 

And  Cupid,  he  smiled  ; 
For  there  'neath  the  pine, 

On  the  mountain  side 
Was  the  Norah  he 'wanted 

For  his  beautiful  bride. 

And  the  heather  bells  rang 

In  answering  refrain, 
As  they  plighted  their  faith, 

O'er  and  o'er  again. 
Up  there  in  the  starlight. 

With  the  moon's  silver  sheen. 
Clothing  sweet  Norah, 

His  heart's  fairest  queen. 


GEM  S     OF     I'OES  Y  135 


LOVE'S  MESSAGE. 


MARY    BURT    BROOKS. 
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HE  pale  moonbeams  are  lying, 

Faint  o'er  the  land  and  lea^ 
The  night  wind  softly  sighing, 

Is  wafting  this  message  to  thee. 

The  dew  drops  seek  fair  flowers, 
The  rain  drops  run  to  the  sea. 

The  sunshine  follows  the  showers, 
So  yearns  my  heart  for  thee. 

Night  comes  when  daylight  is  over, 
And  daylight  follows  the  dawn ; 

As  truly  am  I  thy  lover, 
I   love  but  thee  alone. 

Can  you  count  the  stars  of  Heaven? 

Can  you  number  the  sands  of  the  sea, 
Or  measure  the  depths  of  the  ocean? 

As  great  is  my  love  for  thee. 

Then  lean  from  the  lattice  tonight,  dear, 

Say  thou  wilt  be  my  own. 
Whisper — if  ever  so  faintly, 

"I  love  but  thee  alone." 

Then  life  can  bring  no  sorrow, 
But  fraught  with  joy  supreme, 

Will  dawn  each  glad  tomorrow, 

Good-night,  love,  sweet  be  thy  dream. 
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A  ESPANA. 

LUZ     ELENA     ORTIZ. 

DREAM  of  a  land  so  far  away. 

It  lies  near  the  ocean  so  deep  and  calm, 
Bathed  by  brig-ht  tropic's  sun  all  day ; 

At  night  killed  to  sleep  in  its  arms. 

In  dreamland,  dark-eyed  beauties  I  see 

Gathering  grapes  and  flowers  so  rare. 
That  emerald  coast  keeps  calling  to  me, 

Enticing  as  something  beyond  compare. 

And  when  mind  wanders  oft  in  romancing. 

The  old  Alhambra  rises  so  vast. 
Ghostly  forms  'neath  the  moonbeams  are  dancing, 

Glorious  the  beauty  and  scenes  of  the  past. 

Ghostly  indeed  are  they  to  our  seeming, 

Yet  once  did  they  live  to  laughter  and  song ; 
Oft  Moorish  princesses  near  casements  were  dreaming 
Their  lovers'  return,  who  tarried  so  long. 

Oh !  scenes  and  flowers  of  tropic  clime 
To  a  banished  exile,  how  sweet  thou  art ! 

Oh !  mother-land,  in  a  wilderness  I  pine 
For  one  glimpse  of  your  warm,  rich  heart ! 
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IN  THE  AGE. 


FRANCS  DE    PAUL    CONTE. 


m 


(JT  all,  but  part  in  all  you  seek 
If  you  at  all  do  mete. 
Some,  love  ;  some,  fame  ;  some,  power ;  others,  state, 
Some,  death  ;  some,  envy  ;  others,  hate  ; 
What  seeking,  seeking,  thou  may  be. 
There  is  no  time  for  a  mind  so  free. 
So  free  a  mind,  you  listen? 
Patron  of  thy  love  am  I ! 
Thy  great  sympathizer  and  vail. 
Minds  and  hearts  I  love ;  I  penetrate 
From  pole  to  pole  and  ride  beside 
A  peasant,  a  fair  maid,  a  queen ! 
I  lock  and  unlock  to  thee. 

If  sleeping,  sleep;  if  awake,  searching;  if  walking,  walk; 
I  watch  the  hour  of  the  fate. 
You  fall  in  love*  in  the  highest  state. 
You  desire  no  more ;  conquer  a  foe. 
Save  the  vail.  But  you  love ; 
You  know  it  not.   I  escape  unlocked. 
What  more  can  I  grant  thee,  than  to  sail ! 
But  no :  I  simply  cast  the  vail, 
And  pass  you  daily,  face  to  face. 
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WHY  NOT. 


JOHN    H.   CALLAHAN. 


MHY  not  express  the  love  we  have, 
Why  seal  our  lips  and  harbor  words, 
Why  daunt  our  hearts  and  hold  desires, 
That  make  sweet  pleasures  if  only  heard? 

Oh !  what  is  home  without  sweet  love, 
Oh !  what  is  joy  if  never  heard, 

Oh !  what  is  all  the  bliss  of  Heaven, 
If  not  expressed  in  loving  words? 

A  sweet  kind  word  can  never  die, 
A  kind  thought,  voiced  and  spoken, 

May  fill  a  soul  with  celestial  joy. 
And  mend  a  heart  that's  broken. 

Ohl  do  not  wait  till  hearts  are  st4ll. 
To  try  and  tell  them  of  our  love, 

When  ears  are  deaf,  and  eyes  are  sealed, 
Their  soul  is  with  their  God. 

They  care  not.  then,  for  loving  praise,    * 

Or  sweet  and  fragrant  flowers. 
They're  in  a  land  of  love  and  bliss, 
And  care  not  for  the  earthly  hour. 
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THE  BUD. 


WILUAM  ADOLPHUS   CLARK. 

WEET  little  bud,  upon  my  breast, 
Whose  fragrance  fills  the  air. 

Of  lovely  things  thou  art  the  best; 
So  innocent  and  fair ! 

Sweet  little  bud,  dear  little  bud, 
For  thee  alone  I  care. 

The  winds  that  waft  thy  perfume  on. 
Are  pleasant  winds  to  me ; 

Yes,  little  bud,  my  pretty  one. 
Because  a  part  of  thee; 

Sweet  little  bud,  dear  darling  bud, 
I  only  care  for  thee. 

I'd  ever  keep  thee  as  thou  art, 
So  sweet  and  fresh  and  bright. 

Unto  mine  eyes  and  to  my  heart, 
-     The  fairest  thing  of  light; 

Sweet  little  bud,  dear  darling  bud, 
The  type  of  love  and  right. 
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A  FANTASY. 

WALTER   J.    ROCKWELL. 

HEN  the  autumn  tints  are  glowing 
O'er  the  woods  on  hill  and  dale, 

And  the  sprightly,  saucy  squirrel 
Bounds  along  upon  the  rail. 

When  the  hickory-nut  and  chestnut 

Rattle  easy  to  the  ground, 
Then  I  gladly  seek  the  woodland 

Where  Dame  Nature  smiles  around. 

But  the   crowning  pleasure   always, 

Of  a  trip  like  that  above, 
Is  to  h3ve  for  yonr  companion 

Just  the  one  whom  Hest  you  love ; 

And  to  think  that  sometime,  somewhere, 
With  the  scenes  of  earth  all  o'er, 

You  may  meet,  no  more  to  sever. 
On  an  ever-radiant  shore, 

Where  the  gorgeous  hues  of  autumn 
Feast  the  eye  in  gay  galore, 

And  every  trace  of  sadness 
Is  gone  forevermore. 
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THE  SUN  IS  SETTING  IN  THE  WEST. 
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GEORGE   C.    ALLEN. 

HE  sun  is  setting  in  the  West, 

The  clouds  are  passing  by, 
The  shades  of  night  are  gathering, 

And  evening  draweth  nigh. 
Tomorrow's  sun  may  never  rise 

To  show  a  brilhant  ray ; 
For,  maybe,  we'll  be  called  to  go 

To  the  silence  beyond  today. 

Oh  !  pause,  and  grasp  just  this  one  thought 

Before  the  sun  shall  fade, 
What  have  we  done  this  blessed  day  ? 

Of  life,  what  have  we  made? 
Have  we  strewn  a  flower,  or  a  thorn, 

Along  some  bright  pathway  ? 
Will  we  gather  thorns  or  flowers 

When  the  sun  has  gone  away? 

Oh!  friend,  just  for  a  moment  stop. 

And  think  that  night  is  nigh. 
And  what  it  is  that  you  will  reap 

In  those  fields  on  high. 
No  matter  what  you're  sowing, 

Your  harvest  never  dies 
In  those  sunny  fields  of  light, 

In  vour  Home  bovond  the  skies. 
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I  KNOW  A  GARDEN  OLDEN. 


MARY  F.  BRITTON. 
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KNOW  a  garden,  olden, 

Where  roses  and  buttercups  grow, 
The  roses  grow  over  the  porches 

And  over  the  garden  wall,  low. 

Among  this  garden  of  roses 
Is  one  that  is  fairer  by  far 

Than  any  that  grows  in  this  garden. 
I'll  prove  it  by  the  stars. 

Her  cheeks  surpass  all  the  others, 

That  grow  on  porch  or  wall, 
Like  Helen  of  old,  made  famous, 
This  rose  is  divinely  tall. 

I  love  this  rose  that  surpasses 
All  others  in  color  and  form. 

In  this  garden  of  beautiful  roses, 
My  love  for  this  rose  was  born. 

Some  day  I'm  going  to  tell  her, 
This  rose  so  divinely  tall, 

That  she's  fairer  by  far  than  any 
That  grows  on  porch  or  on  wall. 
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MEMORIES. 


BY   CARNElv. 
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H  !  the  songs  that  I  sang  in  chiklhood, 
Are  the  sweetest  unto  me; 

For  I  sang  of  my  lovely  Jesus, 
While   kneeling  at  mother's  knee. 


Oh!  how  often  in  the  gloaming, 
When  the  stars  begin  to  shine, 

I  have  heard  the  dear  voice  calling 
For  those  vesper  songs  of  mine. 

Oh !  the  daisies  now  are  blooming, 
Above  that  marble  brow; 

But  the  lessons  taught  while  singing 
Linger  with  me  even  now. 
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THE  HAPPY  LITTLE  BIRDS. 
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ALONZO    SHEWMAKER. 

E  hear  the  little  birds  a-singing 

Up  in  the  trees  so  tall. 
And  the  branches  gently  swinging — 

It  seems  like  they  would  fall. 

The}'   seem  to  always  be  happy, 
Singing  their  songs  every  day, 

Up  in  the  lofty  treetops, 
Flitting  about  so  gay. 

Down  to  the  ground  they  will  fly, 

And  hop  around  so  light, 
Then  soar  away  to  the  clouds  so  high. 

Till  they  are  lost  to  sight. 

Out  in  the  meadows  we  see  them  hop, 
Singing  their  songs  as  they  go ; 

Then  they  will  fly  to  the  high  treetop 
Where  the  little  acorns  grow. 

They  will  sing  the  whole  day  .long. 
Till  the  blazing  sun  goes  down. 

It  makes  us  cheerful  to  hear  their  songs. 
Where  ever  they  may  be  found. 

Singing,  singing,  so  are  they. 

While  the  tree  is  swinging  all  the  day. 

Flowers  are  blooming  in  the  month  of  May 
And  we  can  see  them  flymg  away. 

If  we  could  be  as  cheerful  as  they, 
-  Our  pleasure  would  be  greater. 
For  they  fail  not  to  sing  to  us  every  day 
The  songs  of  our  Creator. 

Each  little  bird  has  a  task  to  perform. 

While  here  on  earth  it  dwells ; 
They  live  a  life  that  is  free  from  harm, 

And  whv  shan't  we  treat  them  well  ? 
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A  NEW  YEAR'S  THOUGHT. 
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CARL    ALFRED     KARLSON. 

HE  golden  sand  of  time  is  running  fast; 

So  this  new  year  will  soon  be  in  the  past ; 
And  how  we  use  it  is  of  import  vast : 
Account  for  that,  we  have  to  give  at  last, 


So  use  your  precious  time  in  such  a  way 
That  it  will  be  approved  on  Judgment  Day, 
The  victor's  palm  you  then  may  bear  away ; 
Receive  a  Crown  of  life  vou  also  mav. 
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THE  MUSINGS  OF  THE  WANDERER. 
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H.   J.   JOHNSON. 

HEN  the  summer  sun  is  setting. 

And  golden  glows  the  west, 
Then  my  heart,  it  starts  its  musing. 

While  the  song-birds  seek  their  nest ; 
Memories  come  and  go  before  me. 

As  I  give  each  one  a  thought. 
Memories  of  my  childhood  home. 

And  my  once  so  happy  lot. 

In  my  summer  evening's  musing, 

I  can  see  my  childhood  home. 
Where  my  mother  used  to  bless  me^ 

And  beg  me  ne'er  to  roam ;  - 
But  I  heeded  not  her  pleading,. 

And  from  her  I  did  depart, 
Yet  I  have  a  longing  for  her 

And  sorrow  in  my  heart. 

All  alone  I  am  amongst  strangers,^ 

No  one  knows  or  speaks  to  me. 
How  I  long  to  be  with  mother! 

There  once  more  I'd  happy  be. 
Happy  there  was  I  with  mother^ 

My  dear  home  and  my  old  cot,. 
Now  my  life  is  very  different, 

A  poor  wanderer,  now  my  lot. 


z 
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THE  LILACS. 


GRACE   0  BOVLE. 

HROUGH  shady  lane  and  winding  road, 

To  the  foot  of  a  sheltering  hill, 
Where  lilacs  scattered  their  purple  load. 

Of  bloom  o'er  roof  and  sill, 
Of  a  cottage  dun  with  gables  low, 

And  close  near  the  scented  room, 
Where  the  Lilac  bushes  loved  to  grow, 

And  scatter  their  wild  sweet  blobm. 

There  memory  loves  to  wander  now. 

Whenever  I  feel  the  breath, 
Of  the  lilacs  touch  my  weary  brow 

Like  a  kiss  from  the  lost  in  death. 
And  I  see  in  fancy  my  childhood's  home, 

Its  half-forgotten  ways. 
The  'dewy  fields  where  I  used  to  roam, 

In  the   long  bright   Summer  days. 

And  a  fair  face  peeps  from  the  lattice  old, 

Framed  by  the  foliage  green, 
A  white  arm  gleams  in  the  sunlight's  gold 

Parting  the  leafy  screen ; 
As  she  gathers  a  bunch  of  lilacs  wet 

With  the  soft  cool  Summer  rain, 
And  fastens  them  in  her  locks  of  jet, 

With  a  smile  that  I  see  again. 

Whenever  the  lilacs  scent  the  air. 

And  Spring  wakes  flower  and  rill 
Mother  and  home  and  all  things  fair, 

The  winding  road — and  the  hill, 
Comes  back,  the  cottage  with  gables  low. 

The  close  near  the  scented  room, 
Where  the  lilac  bushes  loved  to  grow. 

And  scatter  their  wild  sweet  bloom. 
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FALLS  OF  NIAGARA. 
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R.    P.    REDMOND. 

lAGARA !  Oh  j  Niagara !  Thou  wonder  of  the  world  ! 

With  the  majestic  grandeur  never  ceasing; 
With  thy  waters  wildly  leaping  evermore ; 
How  "wonderful — Oh!  how  wonderful 
The  work  of  Almighty  God ! 
Falls  of  Niagara,  supreme  wonder  of  this  world, 
With  thy  stupendous  pov/er  and  beauty  sublime ; 
Inspiring  the  admiration  of  all  mankind  ! 
Thy  power  vibrates,  Niagara,  imparting 
The  tremor  of  the  Almighty's  hand, 
From  the  swift  rapids  above 
Through  the  tumultuous  rapids  below ; 
Behold  thy  grandeur ! 
Rush  on,  rush  on,  ye  might}'  waters. 
With  your  almighty  power. 

O'er  the  great  precipice  into  the  seething  chasm  below, 
Enveloping  in  thy  shroud  of  mist. 
Thy  landing  in  the  great  abyss ! 
Designs  upon  thy  beauty,  O  Niagara,  may  be  made, 
To  satisfy  the  cravings, 
For  thy  power  that  is  going  to  waste ; 
God  stay  that  hand  that  would  harm, 
The  grandest  of  the  new  world's  charms ! 
Roar  on  and  on,  Niagara ! 
Add  lustre  to  thy  fame ; 
Belch  forth  thy  cloud  of  spray 
Throughout  all  eternity. 
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A  STRANGER. 

F.   V.   FARREN. 

WANDERED  o'er  her  low,  green  fields, 

Beneath  her  golden  sky ;  ■ 
I  wandered  mid  her  woodlands, 

Where  the  gentle  shadows  lie. 

I  heard  the  doves'  low,  cooing  voice ; 

I  heard  the  sweet  lark  calling;. 
I  heard  the  river  murmur  low, 

And  the  green  leaves  falling. 

I  heard  the  darkies'  melodies 
Beneath  the  soft,  full  moon ; 

I  heard  the  crickets'  low,  sweet  chirp, 
In  evening's  mellow  gloom. 

I  watched  the  sun  rise  o'er  the  hills, 

In  rosy  tints  of  splendor. 
I  rested  in  her  shady  nooks, 

On  mosses  soft  and  tender. 

A  stranger  I  did  wander, 

'Neath  those  stately  southern  pines, 
Tanned  by  her  gentle  breezes. 

And  her  balmy,  southern  clime. 

Yet  mid  these  fields,  brave  heroes      ' 

In  battle  passed  away; 
They  died  for  this  great  country. 

Oh  !  Virginia,  fair  as  May  ! 
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A  WYOMING  SUNRISE. 


cordinE  miller. 


♦lij^EHOLD!  the  stars  of  night  are  slowly  fading! 
%jU^    The  lovely  dawn  is  swiftly  drawing  nigh ! 

In  eastern  skies,  see  the  gold  and  purple  shading! 
How  does  the  sun  his  Master's  voice  obey ! 


With  glorious  colors  the  Heavens  are  blazing. 

My  friends,  just  raise,  for  one  minute  your  eyes 
From  earthly  things,  and  view  this  amazing, 

This  royal  splendor  of  the  Eastern  skies. 

The  faithful  sun,  which  the  Father  sendeth  daily, 
What  if  he  failed  us  just  one  single  day? 

With  thanks  in  our  hearts  we  should  welcome  the  sunrise. 
Rejoice  in  old  Sol  as  he  gladdens  our  way. 
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A  BUNCH  OF  ROSES. 


JUUA  JUNKIN  ERIKSON. 

LITTLE  bunch  of  roses  on  a  little  coffin  lid, 

It  is  only  a  small  token  of  love. 
It  is  only. for  a  few  short  years  from  our  view  he's  hid, 

Then  we  will  see  him  in  the  land  above. 
It  is  only  that  his  life  has  passed  to  other  realms  away. 

And  gone  above  to  be  with  God  in  ever-lasting  day. 
To  be  with  God,  and  in  his  own  dear  loving  arms  to  rest, 

That  is  a  bliss  indeed  to  be  so  beautifully  blest. 
He  is  gone  to  sing  in  the  angel's  choir  above, 

To  be  peacefully  happy  in  his  loving  Father's  love. 
He's  lying  cold  and  pale  in  the  little  coffin  there, 

And  I  still  smell  the  perfume  of  the  roses  in  the  air. 
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LOVE. 


CHRIST    USOCKTER. 


IT 


N  your  eyes  I  see  a  smile ; 

I  know  what  it  will  say  to  me, 
My  beloved,  while  in  your  heart 

Is  a  stream  of  love  for  me. 
Come  to  my  heart,  beloved  one, 

The  old,  old  story  let  us  tell ; 
Give  to  me  your  heart  and  hand, 

Forever  let  us  happy  dwell. 

"Oh!  that  the  day  were  near  at  hand!" 

Is  my  daily  prayer  to  Heaven  above ; 
When  we  shall  by  the  altar  stand, 

Bound  together  with  faith  and  love. 
Faith  and  hope  are  mighty  powers, 

Many  battles  are  won. 
By  these  two  virtues ;  but  to  me 

Love  is  the  greatest  power  under  the  sun. 
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ECSTACY  OF  LOVE,  UNSOLVED. 


HARRY    MARRIOTT. 


M 


HERE  is  the  happiness  of  home  so  dear? 
What  is  the  goal  for  which  we  spur? 
And  why  are  our  Hves  so  seeming  fair 
Bespotted  so  with  quarrels  and  hate? 
Why  are  we  ever  bemoaning  our  fate? 
And  to  others  their  faults  anon  berate? 
What  mystery  to  our  lives  resolved, 
In  keeping  our  ideals  pure  involved  ? 
'Tis  the  eestacy  of  love  unsolved. 


'Tis  the  will  of  God  our  lives  should  be 

From  the  shackles  of  sin  forever  free 

Nor  heeding  the  idol's  false  decree, 

Nor  letting  the  tempter's  luring  schemes, 
Outside  the  light  of  the  star  that'  gleams 
In  our  heart  of  hearts,  while  Young  Love  dreams. 

What  good  can  come  of  an  impure  love? 

Can  earth  beneath  or  skies  above 

Send  peace  to  the  home  of  guilty  love  ? 

The  essence  of  love  conies  from  on  high, 

A  gift  from  God  to  show  us  why, 

He  sent  His  only  Son  to  die 

To  save  our  sins ;  and  in  our  hearts 
Love  He  gave,  that  quickening,  starts 
The  blood  to  tingle.      Love,  thou  art 

The  spark  divine.    In  you  I  see 

The  greatest  joy  and  eestacy. 

That  in  man's  life  can  ever  be ! 
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A   DREAM   OF  THE  IDEAL. 


WINONA    PHIDUSHA. 


S 


0  tenderly  sweet  it  has  come  to  me, 
This  fitful,  feverish,  dream ; 

It  has  thrilled  my  soul  with  its  wild,  strange  touch 

From  the  ideal  world  it  came. 
It  has  something  unreal ;  it  takes  me  far 

From  practical  things  of  time, 
Thro'  clouds  and  thro'  mists  to  the  far  off  heights 

Of  the  wondrous  and  sublime. 
It  has  touched  a  deep  secret  spring  somewhere 

That  has  filled  me  with  unrest, 
And  has  made  me  yearn  for  something  unknown, 

Vague,  undefined,  unexpressed, 
It  has  touched  the  sweetest,  tenderest  chords, 

That   in  mortal  hearts  abide, 
Too  sweet  to  stay,  it  will  go  as  it  came, 

And  leave  me  unsatisfied. 
It  has  woven  a  spell  around  my  heart. 

Life's  stern  realities  break. 
Oh,  out  of  this  dream  of  the  grand  ideal, 

I  know  that  I   soon  must  wake. 
And  I  sit,  and  think  in  the  twilight  dim. 

Of  a  distant  land   unseen. 
From  whence  no  mortal  has  ever  returned. 

Who  has  crossed  the  flood  between. 

1  dream  of  a  place  where  life's  weary  coil, 

Is  dropped  like  a  heavy  load. 
And  the  curtain,  which  hides  the  dark  unknown. 

Is  raised  by  the  hand  of  God. 
Oh !  may  we  not  hope  in  that  distant  land, 

So  far  that  it  seems  unreal. 
That  there  unbroken  and  unmarre  1  by  earth, 

We  will  find  our  s\A-cet  ideal. 
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ON  THE  UNKNOWN  SEA. 


I> 


M.    LOUIS    VIOLETie. 

HANTOM  ships  on  the  wild  waves  ride 

Drifting  where  the  breakers  sweep 
With  no  hand  at  the  helm  to  guide, 

Nor  anchor  cast  in  the  deep. 
Cargoes  are  dark  with  salt  sea  rust 

On  each  treasure  laden  bark, 
Fit  plunder  for  a  pirate  crew, 

They  pass  when  the  port  is  dark. 

Is  thy  ship  on  the  unknown  sea. 

Alone  on  the  iield  of  foam  ? 
Wlien  will  thy  ship  sail  home  to  thee 

No  more  the  waters  to  roam  ? 
O,  cease  fond  dreams  and  guide  thy  bark. 

From  the  watch  tower  send  a  light ! 
Those  chances  gone  but  unimproved 

Are  "Ships  that  pass  in  the  night." 
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THE  BEAUTY  OF  AGE. 


nib 


MRS.     SARA    LETT    COTTEAU. 

Y  years  were  few  and  my  foot  was  fleet, 
And  I  passed  her  by  on  the  stony  street ; 
But  just  for  a  moment  I  turned  to  stare 
At  her  wrinkled  face  and  her  old  gray  hair, 
And  I  wondered  if  she  had  ever  been  fair. 

And  thus  I  mused,  as  I  hurried  along, 
With  thoughts  as  light  as  a  blue-bird's  song. 
Of  the  wondrous  changes  time  can  unfold  ; 
How  fancy  dies  and  love  grows  cold. 
And  I  wished  in  my  heart  I  might  never  be  old. 

Lest  time  should  fade,  with  his  withering  touch, 

The  tints  of  beauty  I  prized  so  much, 
And  leave  me  decrepit  and  old  and  gray. 
To  hobble  along  life's  downward  way, 
With  never  a  feature  fit  for  display. 

I  saw  her  again,  on  a  bed  of  pain ; 

I  was  tossing  my  feverish  limbs  invain. 
I  know  not  whether  she  wept  or  smiled ; 
But  she  pressed  my  hand,  and  she  called  me  "child, 
And  her  words  were  kind  and  her  tone  was  mild, 

And  I  fancied  a  halo  was  resting  there, 
On  the  dear  old  face  and  her  silvery  hair ; 

As  my  wandering  thoughts  she  strove  to  engage, 
With  promising  words  from  the  sacred  page ; 
And  my  heart  was  won  by  the  beauty  of  age. 
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MOONLIGHT.. 


ANmE    RUPERTS     MAKER. 


M 


HEN  the  full  moon  swings  on  high  its  shining  light, 

Spreads  a  silver  net  over  the  world  below, 
There  are  silver  rivers  and  silver  streets, 
Even  the  spider  web  that  is  spun  so  neat, 
Glistens  like  silvei*  threads,  in  its  dark  retreat 
In  the  moonlight,  the  fairy  moonlight. 

Here  and  there,  everywhere 

Flash  gems  of  wondrous  hue, 

As  the  slender  branches  of  the  ghostly  trees 

Sway  to  and  fro  in  the  summer  breeze 

Like  monsters,  waitiifg  their  prey  to  seize 

In  the  moonlight,  the  fairy  moonlight. 

Over  hills  and  valleys,  the  blossoms  sweet 

Nod  and  shake  their  heads. 

They  whisper  low  ;  but  this  is  what  they  said, 

"Tomorrow  the  moon  will  be  gone  and  we  shall  be  dead, 

So  let  us  swing,  and  dance  in  our  dew-spangled  bed 

In  the  moonlight,  the  fairy  moonlight." 

Oh !  the  earth  is  fair,  when  that  mystic  orb 

Rides  down  to  the  western  sky. 

The  clouds  are  like  veils  of  misty  white, 

The  river,  a  winding  stream  of  light; 

The  soul  enthralled,  mounts  on  the  wings  of  night, 

And  flits  away,  in  the  fairy  moonlight. 
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SWEET  LENORE. 


BARBARA  AGNES  WOLF. 


XL 


HE  golden  light  fades  in  the  west, 

The  water-lily  bends  it's'crest, 
O'er  the  world  there  steals  sweet  rest, 

And  a  voice  comes  to  my  ear; 
An  angel's  voice  so  low  and  clear, 

So  sweet,  so  soft,  the  tones  I  hear, 
O'er  the  quivering  lake  it  seems  to  soar, 

It  is  the  voice  of  sweet  Lenore. 

Lenore,  the  maiden  of  my  heart, 

Did  long  ago  from  this  earth  depart. 
What  anguish  it  was  from  her  to  part, 

As  her  soul  flew  far  away ! 
To  Heaven  it  flew,  and  there  it  will  stay 

To  grace  the  home  of  eternal  day, 
Oh !  shall  we  see  her  never  more. 

The  light  of  our  hearts,  our  sweet  Lenore  ? 

As  we  laid  her  in  the  earth's  cold  core, 

The  waters  were  sobbing  on  the  shore. 
The  birds  were  calling,  "Lenore,  Lenore." 

And  my  hearj  must  question,  "Why 
Must  one  so  pure  in  her  sweet  youth  die 

And  wring  from  so  many  hearts  a  cry?" 
But  only  the  moan  from  the  sandy  shore 

"Farewell,  farewell.  Oh  sweet  Lenore !" 

We  will  not  call  thee  from  thy  home. 

Where  thou  in  thy  beauty  now  dost  roam. 
Darling,  rest  on  thy  Heavenly  throne. 

Forever  an  angel  bright. 
Thou  didst  make  us  better  before  thy  fight 

To  the  golden  gates  of  eternal  light; 
And  soon  I  shall  go  forever  more, 

To  my  home  in  Heaven,  with  sweet  Lenore, 
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MORNING  SONG. 


EVALENA  FOREST. 


z 


WITTER,  twitter,  merry  and  sweet! 
The  joy  of  thy  matin  lay, 
Has  found  an  echo  in  my  heart, 

To  cheer  through  the  wearisome  day. 
And  mem'ry  will  often  recall 

These  joys  that  can  never  stay, 
And  future  years  bring  back  the  song, 

Though  birdie  has  flown  away. 
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X  MEMORY  OF  MY  DEAR  MOTHER  WHO  DIED  1873. 


vn 


MAGGIB  S.  GAMBLE. 

Y  DEAR  and  precious  mothcrj 

Was  ever  dear  to  me; 
lUit  now  her  spirit's  soared  away 

To  dwell,  dear  Lord,  with  Thee. 

The  days  seem  long  and  dreary, 

Since  mother  went  away ; 
I  oftimes  wish  for  her  return ; 

But  mother  went  to  stay. 

It  was  my  loving  mother, 

Who  iiained  rnv  childish  mind  ; 

Oh,  how  I  miss  her  tender  care, 
My  mother  was  so  kind. 

Our  home  was  dark  and  lonely, 

My  heart  grew  sad  and  sore, 
When  mother  went  to  Jesus, 

To  dwell  forevermore. 

When  death's  cold  angel  came  into 

Our  bright  and  happy  home. 
To  claim  my  precious  mother. 

And  take  her  for  its  own. 

Our   bright   home   shrouded   in   mourning, 

I  could  no  longer  restrain, 
My  heart  seemed  as  though  'twere  bursting. 

With  excruciating  pain. 

But  mother,  dear,  I  am  coming. 

When  earthly  toils  are  o'er, 
To  dwell  with  you  in  Heaven, 

Where  parting  is  no  more. 

To  wear  the  spotless  robe  of  white 
And  sing  "The  Victory's  Won," 

With  brows  bedecked  with  jeweled  crowns, 
We'll  praise  the  "Three  in  One."    - 
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•  IXES  TO  ONE  WHO  CALLED  ME  HER  '-EYES  DELIGHT. 
Dedicated  to  Sue  Stciner  Hook. 


W 


BESSIE    DUKE    SMALL. 

OUR  "Eyes  Delight"  is  a  shadow  that  walks 
Down  life's  e'er  ceaseless  stream ; 

A  sigh  perhaps  of  some  winter's  wind 
A  myth  of  a  golden  dream. 

The  ripple  of  laughter  from  your  "Eyes  Delight," 

Though  merry  it  may  seem, 
Hath  stolen  from  a  bleeding  heart 

Sweet  memories  of  a  golden  dream. 

The  beauty  you  see  in  your  "Eyes  Delight," 

The  light  that  comes  and  gleams, 
Is  reflected  from  a  smile  'of  long  ago 

That  lived  in  a  golden  dream. 

But  your  "Eyes  Delight"  will  lose  all  its  light, 

When  the  dream  at  last  is  o'er. 
And  she  wakes  to  find  there  is  no  love 

Like  that  in  the  dream  of  yore. 
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INDEBTED: 


MAUDE  AMMON. 


z 


HOU  Lord  of  Lords,  Thou  King  of  Kii^s^ 

How  can  I  e'er  repay  thee? 
Thou  hast  been  my  strength  in  hours  of  wo^ 

Through  darkness  Thou  hast  led  me. 

A  beggar,  Lord,  I  have  come  to  Thee^ 

Imploring,  wild,  beseeching, 
And  Thou  didst  grant  those  wretched  pn^^as. 

With  bounties  far  o'er  reaching. 

So  many  times,  Thou  hast  helped  me  oat. 

When  I  have  had  great  trouble. 
That  now,  I  feel  I  owe  Thee,  Lord, 

A  debt  that's  twice,  twice  double. 

What  can  I  do,  my  Lord,  my  God, 

To  show  my  gratitude?— 
Strive  my  best  in  all  things ;  all ; 

Is  such  by  Heaven  viewed.- 
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MONT  PELEH 


TOSIE    HAWTHORNE. 


Q|  N  proud,  majestic  grandeur  Mont.  Pelee  towered  high, 
J^-        Her  form  outHned  in  darkness  against  the  tropic  sky. 
It  was  a  day  of  darkness,  of  such  appalUng  gloom, 
All  nature  seemed  to  listen  to  hear  the  trump  of  doom. 

Out  from  the  oppressive  darkness,  a  voice  the  silence  broke, 
In  mutterings  deep  and  awful  as  the  avenging  goddess  spoke ; 
Like  sullen  roars  of  thunder,  her  voice  was  deep  and  low, 
And  her  massive  summit' glistened  in  lightning's  lurid  glow. 

Louder,  and  yet  still  louder,  her  mighty  voice  did  swell, 
Her  fiery  breath  blew  thick  and  hot  as  the  thunderous  accents  fell ; 
All  smiling  and  serene,  St.  Pierre,  the  doomed,  lay  near. 
No  thoughts  of  treachery  marred  her  dreams  of  the  one  she  held 
most  dear. 

Mont.  Pelee  smiled  a  wrathful  smile,  then  blew  with  all  her  might, 
And  the  glaring  light  of  glorious  day  was  turned  to  darkest  night ; 
A  fiery,  scorching  tempest  seemed  to  come  with  every  breath. 
As  this  avenging  goddess  hurled  her  victims  down  to  death. 

Oh !  Pehee,  Pelee,  treacherous  frind  to  those  who  loved  you  well. 
Like  an  avenging  fiend  you  were,  sent  from  the  depths  of  hell ; 
Cease  thy  wrath.  Oh !  troubled  Mount,  and  see  what  thou  hast  done. 
Only  death  in  all  its  forms  to  greet  the  rising  sun. 

Never  again  wilt  thy  lofty  peaks  look  down,  with  dire  disdain. 
Upon  those  loving,  trusting  friends  thy  cruel  wrath  hath  slain ; 
Then  stand  alone,  thou   treacherous    mount,    shunned   and    feared 

by  all. 
Thy  friends  are  dead ;  the  living  are  beyond  thy  wrathful  call. 
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A  FORECAST. 


ir 


JOHN    DENTON. 

T  is  coming,  it  is  corning", 

The  day  of  perfect  bliss, 
When  all  will  have  a  plenty, 

And  live  in  happiness; 
When  greed  for  gold  will  vanish, 

And  the  minds  of  all  be  free. 
To  study  and  develope, 

Until  God-like  beings  they  be ! 

It  is  coming,  it  is  coming, 

Like  the  rising  of  the  sun, 
The  day  of  federation, 

When  mankind  will  be  all  one ; 
When  all  will  be  like  brothers. 

And  all  selfish  strife  will  cease, 
All  work  for  one  another, 

And  all  live  in  perfect  peace. 


It  is  coming,  it  is  coming. 

That  long  expected  day. 
When  the  earth  will  be  like  Heaven, 

And  all  evils  pass  away; 
When  life  will  be  a  pleasure. 

From  beginning  to  the  end. 
And  in  every  man,  and  woman. 

We  will  see  a  perfect  friend. 

It  is  coming,  it  is  coming, 

That  grand  era  of  delight. 
When  all  men  will  be  noble. 

And  will  do  just  what  is  right; 
When  all  will  do  their  duty. 

And  no  more  be  slaves  of  gold. 
But  will  work  for  love  and  honor. 

As  have  few  from  davs  of  old. 
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MEET  ME  IN  WARD  AT  THE  TRAIN. 


H 


p.  GILLESPIE. 

AAI  a  bold  and  dauntless  youth ; 

I  came  to  work  in  the  mines, 
At  Ward,  Colorado, 

Leaving  my  love  behind. 

I  wrote  my  love  a  letter, 

And  that  without  delay, 
And  I  told  her  that  in  this  country 

I  intended  to  stay. 

And  if  she  would  come,  and  join  me. 
She  would  have  no  cause  to  complain, 

And  that  I  would  be  sure  and  meet  her, 
In  Ward,  at  the  train. 

She  then  wrote  me  an  answer, 

Saying-  her  heart  was  mine, 
And  that  she  would  also  bid  adieu 

To  those  I'd  left  behind. 

She  said,  "My  dearest  Johnny, 

From  sorrow  do  refrain. 
And  be  sure  my  dear  to  meet  me 

In  Ward  at  the  train." 
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IN  DAYS  LONC;  GONE. 


n 


BESSIE    REATRICE    stinard. 

N  days  long  gone,  when  Winter  filled  the  air, 

And  bitter  biting  winds  shrieked  wildly  by, 
When  frost  and  snow-  abounded  everywhere. 

And  pale  and  faint  the  great  sun  hung  on  high, 
'Twas  then  when  all  within  was  warm  and  bright, 

And  merrily  the  fires  burned  high  and  higher, 
You  came  to  me,  and  filled  my  soul  with  light, 

And  drew  sweet  melodies  from  out  the  fond  heart's  lyre. 

The  flames  that  upward  in  the  chimney  roared. 

They  were  not  brighter  than  your  eyes  of  blue; 
The  dainty  snow  bird,  that  towards  I  leaven  soared, 

Was  not  more  dainty,  dearest  love,  than  you. 
That  Winter  time,  with  all  its  love-sweet  hours, 

Ah,  me !    I  did  not  dream  could  e'er  depart ; 
But  thought  that  tender,  sacred  love  like  ours. 

Must  dwell  forever,  deep  within  the  heart. 

'Twas  long  ago— the  years.-  swift  speeding  on, 

Have  brought  their  share  of  pleasure  and  of  pain; 
But  never,  since  that  Winter,  have  I  known 

Such  tender  love,  or  felt  such  joys  again. 
And  yet  when  bleak  winds  blow  in  chilling  blast. 

And  snow  and  ice  have  hid  the  flowers  from  view, 
The  Winter  sun's  pale  rays  recall  the  past. 

And  once  again,  dear  heart,  T  dream  of  you. 
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NAE   DEATH. 


R.    G.    RIDDOCH. 


XL 


HERE  is  nae  death.     It's  true  we  fall 
An'  shiver  at  the  angel's  call, 
An'  close  o'or  een  as  if  in  sleep, 
While  freens  aboot  us  vainly  weep. 

There  is  nae  death !    We  say,  "Quid  Nicht," 
An'  slip  awa'  tae  sweeter  licht. 
Just  as  the  lav'  rock  soars  on  high, 
An'  sings,  when  stormy  clouds  are  nigh. 

There  is  nae  death !     O'or  cheeks  grow  pale, 

O'or  een  grow  dim,  o'or  voices  fail. 

An'  kindly  watchers  by  the  bed 

Say  saftly,  "Yes,  o'or  freen  is  dead." 

There  is  nae  death !     W^e  slip  awa' 
As  saft  as  snowflakes  in  a  thaw. 
But  leave  the  mem'ry  o'  a  smile, 
The  hearts  o'  freens  frae  care  tae  wile. 

There  is  nae  death !     Nae  stoppin'  place, 
O'  whilk  we  hae  the  faintest  trace, 
We  close  o'or  een  on  objects  here. 
Tae  open  them,  on  objects  there. 

There  is  nae  death  !    Then  dry  y'er  tears, 
An'  drive  awa'  yer  doots  an'  fears ; 
The  sting  o'  death  is  ta'en  awa', 
An'  there  is  nousfht  taw  fear  at  a'. 
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HOW  HIS  WORDS  TOUCHED  THEIR  HEARTS. 
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CARRIE  E.  CRUMBE. 

SAY,  pals,  you're  rather  hard  on  me. 

When  I'm  trying  my  best  to  reform, 
Now  won't  you  please  quit  fooling, 
And  not  rake  up  old  bygones? 

"Just  stop  for  a  while  and  consider, 

What  the  future  might  bring  for  us  all, 

A  future  bright  and  pure  as  a  primrose. 
Though  our  past  is  not  fair  to  recall. 

"Do  you  know  pals,  what  a  blessing  'twould  be  tonight 

If  my  mother's  dear  face  I  could  see, 
And  kiss  her  soft  warm  cheek  once  more, 

And  hear  her  say  to  me : 

"  'Welcome  home,  my  wandering  boy. 

Welcome  home   for  aye ! 
God  has  been  good  and  answered  my  prayers, 
.  May  my  boy  ne'er  from  home  again  stray.'  " 

Then  silence  reigned  in  that  western  camp. 
And  his  pals'  eyes  were  wet  with  tears ; 

For  his  words  had  touched  their  hardened  hearts. 
And  bowed  their  heads  in  fear. 

Then  each  one  rose  and  grasped  his  hand, 

And  said,  "Old  pal,  well  done ! 
ToniglfE  we'll  leave  this  hateful  life. 

And  lead  a  better  one." 
Then  each  one  knelt  on  the  rough  board  floor, 

In  repentance  and  prayer  to  Him, 
Whose  light  had  at  last  dawned  upon  them, 

To  lead  them  clear  from  sin. 
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HEAVEN'S  FOREST 


m. 


LURIO    PLESSWiLL. 

HEN  our  eyes  behold  Mount  Zion, 
We  the  Tree  of  Life  shall  see; 

In  its  leaves,  there  will  be  healing, 
Healing-  there,  for  thee  and  me. 


There  Life's  river,  ever  flowing, 
Round  the  polished  corner  stone, 

Will  be  fed  by  Christ,  our  Saviour, 
When  we  dwell  with  Him  at  Home. 

There,  amid  the  green  bough's  quiver, 
Miraged  on  the  glassy  sea, 

Records  of  Hfe's  kindly  actions 
Will  appear  to  thee  and  me. 
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ODE  TO  MINNESOTA. 


ALBERT    A.    THOMPSON. 


® 


H !  state  of  Minnesota,  Star  of  the  North, 
With  the  sky-tinted  waters  that  thou  sendetli  forth, 
With  thy  sovereign  forests  and  flower  strewn  hills, 
With  thy  heaven  blue  lakes- and  thy  bright  sparkling  rills, 
With  thy  wide  spreading  prairies  where  Indians  once  roamed, 
Thou  art  my  birthplace,  and  thou  art  my  home ! 

How  many  a  foreigner  to  thee  has  not  come   . 
To  find  in  thee  refuge,  to  make  thee  his  home, 
How  many  a  daughter  and  son  has  not  left 
His  father  and  mother,  to  dwell  on  thy  breast. 
How  many  an  exile  and  oppressed  has  not  fled 
From  cruelty  and  oppression,  to  rest  in  thy  bed! 

The  turtle  dove  coos  from  the  old  willow  tree ; 
The  night-hawk  is  saying,  "Good  evening,"  to  me ; 
The  bobolink  gay  in  the  meadow  is  singing. 
While  on  the  treetops  the  warbler  is  swinging; 
And  early  in  the  morning,  to  wake  the  men  up. 
The  robin  sings  sweetly,  from  off  the  tree  top. 

The  windflower  and  blood  root  are  first  to  appear, 
When  winter  has  ended  and  summer  is  near; 
They  head  the  procession  of  hundreds  of  flowers 
That  grow  in  the  sunshine,  and  cool  shady  bowers. 
In  cool  shady  woodlands,  on  floors  of  moss  green, 
Our  national  flower,  the  Slipper,  is  seen. 

Thou  art  one  of  the  twenty-two  that  fought  for  the  Union, 

When  others  seceded  and  rose  in  rebellion. 

Thy  name  we'll  protect  and  thy  honour  we'll  praise 

Oh,  Star  of  the  North,  thou  state  of  all  states. 

Wherever  I  live,  and  wherever  I  roam. 

Thou  art  mv  birthplace,  and  thou  art  my  home. 
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LOST  COMMAND. 


LOUIS    F.   GRILL. 


1 


SAT  in  the  gathering  tvviUght  alone, 

On  the  shore  of  an  inland  sea ; 
My  soul  was  in  tune  with  the  sigh  and  the  moan 

Of  the  waves  beating  listlessly. 

I  saw  the  moon  rise  o'er  the  waters  so  dark, 
And  moon-beams  came  dancing  to  me ; 

My  heart  was  delighted,  and  felt  to  embark 
In  the  path  of  the  silvery  sea. 

My  hands  spread  the  sail,  and  the  breath  of  the  night 

Sped  the  ship  on  its  voyage  of  bliss ; 
The  stars  in  the  sky  with  their  wee  beams  of  light 

Bent  aslant  with  their  weight  of  a  kiss. 

I  stood  in  the  mart  where  the  trade,  at  its  height, 
Wrapped  the  world  in  its  mantle  of  greed ; 

I  heard  the  great  cry  for  the  rule  of  the  right 
And  I  felt  the  weight  of  the  need. 

My  soul  was  disturbed,  and  I  longed  for  the  sea, 
And  I  pined  for  the  wave-washed  shore, 

Where  life  and  desire  could  commune,  and  be  free 
From  the  heat  of  the  strife  evermore. 

I  sat  in  the  gathering  twilight  again, 
With  the  dross  of  the  world  in  my  hand ; 

I  waited,  and  watched  for  my  ship,  but  in  vain 
The  ship  was  not  mine  to  command. 
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MY  SOUTHERN  HOME. 


® 


MISS  BESSie  KJORVESTAD. 

H !  the  happ)'  clays  in  my  southern  home 

Will  be  bright  in  my  memory  where'er  I  roam ; 

With  those  days  free  from  care,  naught  can  compare, 
Those  happy  days  in  my  southern  home. 

I  would  watch  the  sun  rise  o'er  the  silent  shore, 

The  waters  glistened  as  oft  before; 

Then  I  would  be  dreaming  of  days  gone  by. 
As  I  watched  the  rose-tints  in  the  eastern  sky. 

As  rosy  morn  merged  into  day, 
I  watched  the  old  mill,  moss  grown  and  gray, 
Grinding  along  in  its  steadfast  way. 
While  the  brooklets  murmured  a  happy  lay. 

How  I  long  today  for  the  years  now  past, 
For  the  golden  chances  that  would  not  last. 
Opportunities  wasted  away. 
In  my  youth's  thoughtless,  careless  day. 
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OH  !  WHAT  ARE  THE  TEARS  ? 


® 


MITTIE  VON   FINTEL. 

H  !  what  are  the  tears  so  bitterly  shed  ? 

What  satisfaction  can  they  bring? 
They  can't  restore  one  joy  that's  dead, 

Or  freshen  the  hope  that's  withering. 
They  cannot  push  hfe's  grief  aside, 

Or   bring   one   craven   bliss. 
Or  give  content  till  we're  satisfied, 

Or  fill  life's  awful  emptiness. 

Oh !  what  are  the  hot  w^ept  tears, 

The  soul's  o'er  flowing  tide  ? 
They  cannot  calm  life's  restless  years. 

Or  ope'  the  gate  of  pleasure  wide ; 
They  cannot  stay  one  little  sting. 

Or  check  an  hour's  .flight. 
Or  gild  the  shadow's  huge,  dark  wing. 

Or  make  the  faults  of  others  right. 

Oh!  wdiat  are  the  tears?    Where  is  the  recompense 

We  seek  so  oft'  in  vain  ? 
Like  all  our  struggles — but  a  frail  defense 

Against  life's  woes  and  pain ; 
And  yet,  how  oft'  they  course  the  cheek ! 

How  oft'  we  thus  give  way 
To  the  soul's  full  tide  that  seems  to  sweep 

Us  onward  to  a  more  perfect  day  ! 

What  are  the  tears?  what  do  they  bring? 

The  creases  that  furrow  the  beautiful  brow  — 
They  stay  life's  gushing,  glad,  sweet  spring 

Where  glides  fond  pleasures  prow ; 
Prosy  is  the  gay,  glad  heart. 

Striving  its  burden  to  unload, 
TeaFS  cannot  wash  or  soften  the  dart. 

Or  smoothe  life's  hard  and  beaten  road. 
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AUTUMN. 


® 


EVA    LENA    OGG. 

LD  summer  time  will  soon  be  gone, 

The  harvest  soon  be  past; 
The  leaves  and  flowers  will  wither  and  fall, 

Ere  comes  the  winter's  blast. 

We  hear  the  katydid's  glad  song, 
And  the  chirp  of  the  cricket  dear ; 

The  locust,  too,  is  trying  hard, 
To  tell  us  autumn's  here. 

The  fields  that  once  were  red  with  clover, 

Are  full  of  bloom  no  more  ; 
The  busy  bee  .has  gathered  its  honey. 

To  lay  up  its  winter  store. 

The  summer  birds  are  going  south. 
The  whippoorwill's  voice  is  still ; 

The  red  bird's  song  is  echoing. 
From  every  plain  and  hill. 

The  picnic  days,  and  ice-cream  nights 

Are  always  times  of  cheer  ; 
And  I,  for  one,  like  Autumn  time. 

The  best  of  all  the  year. 

Old  Jack  Frost  will  soon  be  seen, 

Upon  the  pumpkin  vine  ; 
The  corn  will  all  be  cut  and  shocked, 

And  then  its  winter  time. 

Life,  too,  has  its  summer  time ; 

But  like  the  seasons,  it  don't  last ; 
Our  life  is  short  at  the  very  best, 

And  soon  it  too  is  past. 
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A  ROSE  OF  THE  NORTH. 


H 


NANNIE    N.    LAREW. 

FXR  in  the  northern  country, 

Amid  its  ice  and  snows, 
Where  the  days  are  bleak  and  dreary 

And  the  bitter  north  wind  blows, 

There  grew  a  brave  young  rose-plant. 

It  struggled,  day  and  night, 
To  grow,  to  bud,  to  blossom 

And  fill  the  world  with  light. 

But  ere  its  buds  could  open, 

Their  tender  tale  to  tell. 
Upon  the  fragile  flow'rets 

A  blighting  frost  kiss  fell. 

The  winds  were  cold  and  bitter. 

They  chilled  its  tender  heart, 
And  the  loving  rose-tree  perished. 

Pierced  by  their  cruel  dart. 

Oh  !  little  rose,  your  story 

I  read  anew  in  life, 
Chilled  by  the  winds  of  sorrow, 

Crushed  by  the  cruel  blasts  of  strife, 

How  many  human  rose  plants 

Are  perishing  each  day. 
For  little  words  of  comfort 

That  you  or  I  might  say ! 

Oh  !  sun  of  loving  kindness. 
Shine  !    Warm  them  into  life ! 

Oh !  light  of  hope's  bright  taper,  lead 
Beyond  all  care  and  strife; 

Lead  to  that  land  of  beauty, 

Where  they  shall  bloom  for  aye. 

Amid  the  fadeless  blossoms 
Of  God's  eternal  day  !         , 
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VISIONS  OF  THE  PAST. 


HANNAH   T.   0  HARE. 


® 


FT  with  the  whispering  of  the  wind 
There  comes  softly  steaUng  o'er  the  mind, 

Visions  that  but  for  a  moment  last, 

Fleeting  visions  of  the  past. 
Dimmed  now  are  life's  cares  and  fears 
For,  unscreened  by  the  mist  of  years. 

We  gaze  again  upon  a  well-known  face, 

And  gently  yield  to  a  loving  embrace ; 

While  swiftly  surging  through  our  breast;^ 
Are  fond  hopes,  long  since  laid  to  rest. 

We  stoop  in  this  once  familiar  spot, 

To  pluck  a  tiny  forget-me-not. 

And,  in  the  language  of  the  flower, 
Read  loving  remembrance  of  this  hour. 

Alas !  a  tear-drop  bedims  the  eye ; 

For  now,  with  a  heavy,  yearning  sigh. 
We  feel  the  vision  is  no  more, 
Gone,  gone  again  those  hours  of  yore ! 

Oh  !  tender  thought  of  those  other  days. 
That  around  our  fancy  kindly  plays, 
Fanning  with  each  swift  rift  of  air 
The  brow  free  from  all  present  care — 
Was  it  the  waft  of  a  fairy  hand 
That  sent  you  from  that  far-off  land? 

Causing,  in  your  onward  flight 
Heavy,  care-worn  hearts  to  grow  light? 
Or  was  it  angelic  hand  and  voice 
Lifted  the  veil  and  bade  us  rejoice? 
Vision  or  dream,  it  was  on  the  whole 
But  a  backward  flitting:  of  the  soul. 
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IF  WE  BUT  KNEW. 


71 


JESSIE  V.   WHITE. 

F  we  but  knew  the  trials  that  each  must  bear, 
If  others'  thoughts  we  could  but  share, 
Would  we  be  so  quick  to  judge  a  friend  or  foe? 
I  think  I  hear  the  answer,  "No,  Ah,  no !" 

If  we  but  knew,  we'd  be  more  ready  then 
To  lend  a  willing  hand  to  help  a  friend, 
To  help  him  up  life's  steepest  path, 
And  save  him  from  another's  wrath. 

If  wc  but  knew  that,  'neath  a  smile, 

A  heart  is  aching  all  the  while, 

If  we  but  knew — Alas  !  Alas  ! 

We  do  not  know,  we  cannot  read  the  past. 

But  if,  at  times,  the  road  seems  long. 
And  you've  no  friend  who's  brave  and  strong, 
Remember  this,  that  "God  is  Just;" 
You've  naught  to  fear,  if  Him  vou  trust. 
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TO  THE  FIRST  WHIPPOORWILU 


m 


MRS.     ADAH     GUILD     BECKMAN. 

E  love  thy  song,  thou  bird  of  night. 

To  us,  'tis  full  of  wild  delight; 
It  tells  us  that  the  summer's  come. 

That  frost  and  snow  and  cold  are  gone, — 
Sweet  \Miippoorwill'. 

Some  say  thy  song,  of  sadness  tells. 

That  in  thy  plaint  deep  sorrow  dwells; 

But  we  can  only  sweetness  see. 

So  we  watch,  and  wait,  and  long  for  tli©^— 
Dear  Whippoorwill. 

The  farmer  then  will  plant  his  corn. 

When  thou  dost  sing  at  night  and  morn  ; 

He'll  labor  hard,  his  fields  to  till, 

And  God's  sweet  peace  his  heart  will  611, 

Thou  Whippoorwill. 
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WAY  DOWN  EAST. 


JOS.    J.    KOLAK. 


♦iF  N  a  little  village  home,  sits  a  maiden  all  alone; 
II         She  is  waiting  for  her  sweetheart  far  away ; 
"Now  Darling  you  be  true,  and  I'll  return  to  you" 
Those  were  the  parting  words  I  heard  him  say  ; 
The  birds  sing  in  the  trees,  'round  the  cot,  the  ivy  creeps, 

This  little  home  is  cheerful  as  can  be ; 
And  from  morning  until  eve,  this  maiden  you  can  see. 

She  is  waiting  for  her  lover  in  this  cottage.  Way  Down  East. 

Chorus.  ■ 

He  took  a  parting  glance  at  her  as  he  strolled  awa\' ;  ^ 

Although  she  is  far  away  from  him,  he  hopes  they  will  meet  some 
day, 

His  mind  begins  to  wander  to  the  day  that  they  first  met; 
The  day  that  tliey  have  parted  he  never  will  forget; 

He  looks  into  the  future,  naught  but  sorrow  he  can  see, 
Until  he  is  beside  the  girl  he  loves,  A\'ay  Down  East. 

The  village  choir  is  singing,  the  chapel  Ijells  are  ringing, 

They  tell  us  that  a  soul  has  passed  away. 
And,  standing  at  the  gate,  is  a  mother  old  and  gray ; 

She  waits  to  tell  the  one  who  comes  too  late. 
Now  his  quick  footsteps  she  hears,  and  she  bursts  out  into  tears, 

As  face  to  face  they  now  each  other  see ; 

"Dear  Mother,  where  is  Kate.  I  can  no  longer  wait," 

Then  she  led  him  to  his  sweetheart's  grave  in    the    church   j^ard 
Way  Down  East.. 

Chorus. 
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THE  EARMER'S   song. 


JOHN    C.    CRANE. 

LORD  I  am  of  fertile  lands, 

Of  pastures  green  and  fair, 
Of  waving  fields  and  golden  grain. 

That  hands  have  planted  there. 
The  dews  of  heaven  upon  it  fell, 

And,  nourished  b^  His  hand. 
It  upward  sprang,  a  thing  of  life, 

To  beautify  the  land. 

My  title  deeds  were  writ  by  men; 

But  God  doth  own  the  soil. 
And  I,  in  common  with  mankind, 

My  bread  must  win  by  toil. 
The  cattle  on  the  yonder  hills 

Are  subject  to  my  reign. 
As  are  the  flocks  and  lambs  which  skip 

Far  off  on  yonder  plain. 

No  king  upon  his  gilded  throne, 

With  all  his  courtiers  by, 
Can  feel  the  joy  this  gives  to  me, 

These  scenes  before  my  eye. 
The  flowers  bloom  upon  my  fields. 

Their  fragrance  fills  the  air, 
While  song-birds  sing  their  praise  to  Him 

Who  ruleth  evervwhere. 


% 
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SEPTEMBER. 

LOUISA   E.   GRAVES. 

EPTEMBER  is  here !  lovely  queen  of  the  year  ! 
To  hold  this  high  station,  her  title  is  clear ! 
The  atmosphere  bracing",  so  clear  and  so  pure. 
Is  nature's  elixir— it  benefits  sure. 
The  fragrance  of  ripe  fruit  is  borne  on  the  bree^g; 
Which  comes  gently  waving  the  old  orchard  trees. 

September  behold  !  robed  in  purple  and  gold —  *    . 

The  colors  of  royalty  centuries  old. 

The  purple  of  asters,  the  golden  rod's  glow. 

Make  s])lendid  the  hillsides  and  valleys  below. 

More  brilliant  than  rubies  the  eyebright,  I  ween. 

Is  brightest  of  jewels  now  worn  by  the  queen. 

September  has  come !  hear  the  bumble  bees  hum. 

Collecting  more  honey  ere  winter  storms  come ; 

The  crickets  are  creaking,  by  night  and  by  day  ; 

The  katydids  cheerily  rasping-  away. 

The  robins  are  chirping  their  sweet  Autumn  notes; 

The  crow's  hoarse  caw-cawing  now  through  the  air  floats. 

September  is  here !  and  her  wealth  of  good  cheer 
Proclaims  the  most  bountiful  time  of  the  year : 
Vines,  gardens  and  orchards  their  riches  supply ; 
In  the  fields,  golden  pumpkins  clustering  lie. 
The  still  verdant  corn  offers  corn  lovers  a  treat. 
Holding  forth  its  plump  ears  for  all  who  would  eat. 

September  we  greet !  filled  with  blessings  replete, 
She  pleases  all  senses  in  measure  complete ; 
Last  sunset,  how  gorgeous  the  sky  in  the  west ! 
In  pale  moonlight  later  all  nature  was  drest. 
This  slumber  robe  white,  the  most  rare  ever  seen. 
This  mantle,  so  filmy," seenied  fit  for  a  queen. 
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SING,  SWEET  ONE,  SING. 


XL 


WILLIAM   ADOLPHUS   CLARK. 

HE  rippling  brook  goes   softly  by, 

While  near  the  lambkins  stray ; 
The  happy  birds  on  branches  high. 

Sing  sweetly  at  their  play ; 
'Tis  music's  charms  through  nature's  lyre. 

The  loving  heart  will  never  tire. 
Sing, -birdie,  sing  !    Thy  song,  so  free, 

Will  ever  bind  my  soul  to  thee. 

Now,  hearken  to  the  sounds  which  tlow, 

111"  liquid  strains  so  fine  ! 
The  bugle's  swell,  the  flute's  soft  glow, 

What  more  than  this — divine? 
The  notes  so  full  of  feeling  float. 

As  lightly  as  the  sunbeam's  mote. 
The  sunbeam's,  sunbeam's,  sunbeam's  mote; 

Sweet  music's  charms  through  mind  and  art 

Whose  forms  of  beauty  touch  the  heart. 

List,  list  again!  how  sweet  that  air. 

The  human  voice's  power ! 
From  roseate^  lips  of  one  so  fair, 

Aiid  beaming  as  a  flower. 
'Tis  vocal  music's  charms  thus  given, 

A  smile  for  earth  from  gracious  Heaven, 
From  gracious,  gracious,  gracious  Heaven. 

Sing,  sweet  one,  sing !  Thy  song  so  free 

vShall  ever  bind  mv  soul  to  thei\ 
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SONG  OF  MY  LITTLE  WESTERN  HOME. 


® 


SARAH    LAURINDA   DUCKWORTH, 

H !  the  years  have  come  and  gone, 

Since  I  left  my  cabin  home. 
To  wander  in  the  cold,  wild  world  aloue ; 

But  my  memory  today. 

Sees  that  little  cabin  home. 
As  it  was  in  those  happy  days  bygone. 

It  was  but  an  old  log  cabin, 

This  little  home  of  mine, 
On  the  bleak  and  wild  prairie  of  the  west; 

But  how  I'm  thinking  sadly. 

Of  the  days  of  long  ago. 
When  I  lived  within  that  home  I  loved  the  best. 

1  am  longing  today. 

For  my  little  cabin  home, 
As  it  stands  beside  the  cool  and  rippling  stream ; 

No  other  place  will  be. 

So  dear  beloved  to  me, 
As  my  little  western  old  log  cabin  home. 

Those  were  happy  childhood  days. 

In  that  old  log  cabin  home. 
As  we  roamed  along  the  brooklet  plucking  flowers. 

And  how  I  long  today. 

For  that  cabin  far  away. 
Where  my  mother's  welcome  smile  was  ever  ours. 

The  cabin  stands  deserted  now, 

Perhaps  has  tumbled  down. 
And  the  hot  tears  spring  unbidden  to  my  eyes. 

When  my  wandering  fancy  strays. 

To  my  happy  childhood  days, 
In  my  well-beloved  old  log  cabin  home. 
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THE  LAUGH  OF  A  CHILD. 


MRS.  E.   M.  REEVES. 


H 


11 1  the  laugh  of  a  child.,  how  it  banishes  care. 
As  its  ripples  of  melod}'  float  through  the  air! 
For  ti.e  laugh  of  a  chtfd,  sporitarieous  and  free, 
Is  the  svveetest  of  music,  of  music  to  iiie. 
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How  softly  its  symphony  falls  on  my  ear, 
As  iKe  chiming  of  I>ells,  in  the  distance  appear ! 
'Tis  the  laugh  of  a  child,  so  happy  and  free. 
That's  the  sweetest  of  music,  of  music  to  me^ 

I  listen,  Ihear  them,  the  children  at  play. 
Overflowing  with  mirth,  through  the  long  summer  day. 
Oh !  the  laugh  of  a  child,  so  joyous  and  free. 
Is  the  sweetest  of  rhusic,  of  music  to  me. 

They're  out  in  the  meadows.  How  pleasant  the  sight! 
They're  clapping  their  hands:  they  are  wild  with  delight. 
'Tis  peaf  after 'peal,  with  it's  inusical  strain, 
That  carries  me  back  to  rtiv  childhood  agam. 
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BEAUTIFUI;  SOXGS. 


ALMA    BAHNEV. 


♦fg^^ALTlrLX  Songs  we  love  to  sing, 
%J^¥  ^'Ongs  of  the  soul  that  blessings  bring, 
From  Him  Whom  all  of  us  should  adore, 
Singf  us  the  sons:  of  the  One  gone  before. 


Hearts  filled  with  song !  Xo  one  can  tell 
How  deep  the  thoughts  in  the  heart  do  dwell. 
Songs  cheer  tlie  soul,  and  gave  light  to  the  eye, 

Msions  '~>f  Him  Who  dwells  in  the  slo,". 
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SONG  OF  THE  ANGELS. 

JOHN  L.  ROBARDS. 

"The  Heavenly  Host  Praising  God." — Luke  2 :  14. 

PROLOGUE. 


Verse  L 
1 — Our  father  in  heaven, 

(Mat.  6:9;  Ps.  19:  i;  Is.  40:  26;  i  Chr.  16:  10;  1  Tim.  1:17.) 
2 — By  faith  peace  tvith  God, 

(Ro.  5:  i;  2  Thes.  3:  16;  Phil.  4:7.) 
3 — God  so  loved  the  zvorld. 

(John  3:  16,  17;  I  Tim.  2-4;  i  John  4:  16.) 
4 — /  therein  rejoice,  triumph, 

(Phil.  1:18;  4:  4;  2  Cor.  2:  i4;Heb.  13:8.) 
Verse  H. 
I — God  created  all  things, 

(Gen.  1:1;  John  1:3;  Heb.  i :  2.) 
la — By  grace  saved  through  faith, 

(Eph.  2:  8;  Ro.  5:  21;  Mat.  16:  16.) 
2 — My  blood,  (Mat.  26:28.)  redemption  through  His  blood, 

(Eph.  I  :  7;  I  John  i :  7.) 
3 — Hail,  (Luke  i :  28,)  King  of  kings.  Lord  of  lords, 

(Rev.  19:  16;  Deu.  10:  17.) 
4 — The  world  shall  rejoice  in  the  Lord, 

(John  16:  20;  Is.  41 :  16;  I  Thes.  5:  16.) 

I. 
LORY  to  God,  to  God  on  high; 

And  on  earth  peace,  God's  peace, 
Good  will,  God's  will  in  love  toward  men ; 
Rejoice  in  Christ  our  Lord, 
Rejoice  in  Christ  our  Lord> 
Rejoice,  rejoice  in  Christ  our  Lord. 

IL 
God  made  the  world,  Christ's  grace  will  save, 

His  blood  redemption  brings. 
Hail,  Lord  of  lords:    Hail,  King  of  kings: 
Rejoice  in  Christ  our  Lord, 
Rejoice  in  Christ  our  Lord, 
Rejoice,  rejoice  in  ChPist  our  Lord. 


(3 
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THE  FADED  BLOOM. 


f 


weIvZih;  o.  ray. 

ROM  him  old  transient  Time  has  fled; 

The  green,  gay  earth  knows  him  no  more; 
He  is  now  numbered  with  the  dead. 

Of  all  who  have  gone  on  before. 

For  him  the  vital  race  is  run ; 

All  the  battles  of  life  are  o'er ; 
The  brilliant  crown  of  life  is  won, 

Or  pious  rights  lost,  gone,  no  more ! 

He  may  have  in  his  early  youth, 
Viewed  death  as  a  far  off  field, 

Giving  little  thought  to  the  truth, 
He  must  sooner  or  later  yield. 

He  may  have  in  the  bloom  of  life, 
Given  his  time  for  earthly  gain. 

Or,  in  the  world's  untiring  strife, 
Aspired  for  honor  or  for  fame. 

But  now  an  unexpected  thief, 

Death,  comes  in  knocking  at  the  door ; 

And  now  his  destiny  is  fixed, 
For  sacred  chances  are  no  more. 

If  he  could  now  behold  the  past. 

It  would  seem  but  a  little  while 
Since  he  sat  in  his  mother's  lap, 

Receiving  a  kiss  and  a  smile. 

By  earth's  Judge  he  is  summoned. 
To  the  great  judgment  bar  of  God, 

To  receive  reward  for  the  life  he  lived 
On  earth  where  he  carefully  trod. 
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M'KINLEY'S  DYING  WORDS. 


KlvSlE   V.    JOHNSON. 


IH 


E  lay  on  bis  last  bed  of  sickness. 

With  that  feeling  no  mortal  can  tell, 

But  he  gazed  on  his  friends  standing  'round  him. 
And  bade  them  a  fond  farewell.  , 

Chorus : 

Good-bye,  all,  good  bye, 

'Tis  God's  way,  H-is  will  be  done." 
He  smiled  on  his  dear  ones  about  him, 

Then  calmly  passed  beyond. 

As  a  soldier  and  a  statesman, 

He  served  his  country  well, 
He  fought  on  the  field  of  battle, 

'Mid  deadly  shot  and  shell. 

Thovigh  slain  by  the  band  pi  a  traitor, 

And  the  cause  of  greatest  alarm, 
Yet  he  plead  with  his. fellow  people, 

Tp  do  his  foe  no  harm. 

On  one  who  in  life  had  been  with  him. 

And  whose  heart  strings  were  now  sadly  torn, 

He  looked  with  tender  compassion. 
And  bade  her  not  to  mourn. 

Ah !  may  we  like  that  martyr  be  ready. 

At  the  close  of  life's  setting  sun. 
May  we  trust  in  One  Who  is  Highest, 

And  sav  "His  Will  be  done." 
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OCTOBER. 

RACHEL   A.    NICHOLS. 

^H^  ONTH  of  mv  heart !  October  !  Fairest  of  all  the  train  ! 
^11*/      Thy  calm,  sweet  days  of  dreamy  haze 
Are  gilding-  the  earth  again. 

Fairer  than  May's  sweet  blossoms,  dearer  than  roses  of  June, 
Are  the  fading  flowers,  which  thy  golden  hours 

Strewoth  o'er  Summer's  tomb. 

Like  the  chime  of  sweet  bells  afar,  e'en  thy  name  hath  the  mellaw 
tone 
Of  the  grand  old  Indian  summer  lime  '   ,i^|| 

And  of  glories' all  thine  own  ;  *^ 

And  I  seem  to  liear  the  rustle  of  the  light  breeze  mid  the  corn, 
And  to  see  the  gleam  of  the  golden  ears 
By  the  merry  buskers  shorn. 

A  halo  on  thy  far  blue  hills,  like  a  sweet  benediction  lies.~ 

No  battle  cloud  our  vision  fills 
Like  incense  of  our  sacrifice  ; 

But  calm,  content  and  peace  abide  in  thy  fair  days  that  droppeth 
balm 
On  the  deep  wounds  this  war  hath  wrought, 

And  soothes  them  with  thy  holy  calm. 

O !  maples !  strew  your  gorgeous  leaves ;  and   sumacs !   trim   your 
blood-red  lamp 

Teach  us  that  death,  though  sore  it  grieves 
On  battle-field  or  distant  camp. 

Hath  glories  far  beyond  life's  bloom 
'When  given  to  aid  God's  plan  divine. 

And  from  their  tomb  a  light  shall  come. 
And  through  the  onward  ages  shine. 

Oh !  like  to  thee,  October  fair,  may  our  last  days  transcend  life's 
bloom ! 
And  gorgeous  leaf  and  golden  haze 
Make  sweet  the  passage  to  the  tomb ! 

And  ripened  fruits  around  us  fall,  of  earnest  toil  and  true  en- 
deavor 
Till  we  shall  hear  the  Master's  call 
And  walk  above  earth's  blight  forever. 
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BRAINS. 


DAVID   H.   ROCHE. 


♦Ig^RAlN  is  the  subject  I  shall  choose, 

Ojfcr  It  is  the  stepping  stone  the  youth  should  use. 

The  brain  is  mighty  when  it  is  trained, 
Man  owes  to  it  what  he  has  gained. 
It  is  a  guide  throughout  his  lifq; 
It  makes  life  pleasant  for  his  wife, 
His  children  in  his  joys  do  share, 
It  brings  them  comfort  year  by  year. 


The  brain  that  is  dormant,  breeds  despair; 
It  casts  its  shadows  everywhere; 
In  brightest  days,  its  sky  is  dark, 
It  cannot  see  to  steer  its  bark. 

In  speaking  to  the  youth  today. 

Pray,  let  me  try  and  pave  the  way. 

An  education  should  be  sought, 

Though  poverty's  pangs  make  hard  your  lot; 

So  youth,  pray  now  just  do  your  best. 

And  you  will  reach  the  goal,  "Success." 
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THE  UNDYING  POWER  OF  THOUGHT. 


HESTER    A.    FRANK. 
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F  only  poor  weak  mortals  could  know 

The  undying  power  of  thought; 
Could  we  but  think  we  reap  what  we  sow. 

We've  heard  it,  but  then  we  forgot. 

Remember,  my  friend,  that  "Thoughts  are  things," 

That  go  out  as  agents  of  force, 
For  evil  or  good  their  influence  brings. 

And  vibrate  forever,  of  course. 

H  we  send  thoughts  of  dishonor  and  shame, 

Of  hatred,  or  malice  and  spite, 
They  will  rebound,  and  come  back  the  same 

As  our  inalienable  right. 

Let's  send  messages  only  of  love, 

Peace,  happiness,  honor  and  truth. 
Thoughts  that  are  spotless  and  pure  as  the  dove, 

For  the  aged  as  well  as  the  youth. 

It  should  be  our  intention  and  aim, 
To  make  the  world  daily  more  bright : 

Help  to  remove  misery  and  shame,  . 
By  sending  a  little  more  light. 

Let  us  be  earnest,  work  with  a  will,  , 

Remember  the  "Kingdom  within." 
If  we  have  failed  our  minds  to  instill, 

Right  now  is  the  time  to  begin. 

How  much  brighter  the  future  will  grow, 
When  people  (before  they  have  brought 

Their  gift  to  the  altar)  can  feel  and  know 
The  undying  power  of  thought. 
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THE  ORPHAN  GIRL. 


JENNIE    MARSHALL. 


x\M  only  a  little  orphan  girl, 

xA.sking-  for  a  piece  of  bread; 
There  is  no  one  now  to  care  for  me, 

And  my  father  and  mother  are  dead. 

Once  I  had  a  happy  home, 

Bright  with  a  father  and  mother's  love ; 
But  now  they  have  gone,  and  left  me  alone, 

Gone  to  their  Home  Above. 

Oh !  the  sorrow  of  an  orphan  child. 
Who  hungers  both  for  bread  and  love, 

Who  never  hears  in  accents  mild 
Of  the  Heavenly  Home  Above. 

My  mother  told  me  to  be  good. 

And  not  forget  to  pray 
To  Jesus,  Who  is  ever  near. 

And  watches  over  me  day  b}'  day. 

And  when  at  last  this  life  is  done. 

No  more  I'll  hungry  be; 
I'll  go  and  dwell  with  Jesus, 

My  father  and  mother  there  I'll  see. 

• 

Please  give  me  now  a  piece  of  bread, 

And  I  will  pray  for  you. 
That  when  life  ends,  and  you  are  dead, 

You  will  go  to  Heaven  too. 
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MY  BROKEN  HEART. 
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PETER   H.    MELANDER. 

ELE  do  1  remember  days  of  yore, 

Days  of  the  past,  days  no  more ; 

Li  this  world  witli  sorrows  and  pain, 
Days  I  vainly  spent,  I  can't  regain. 

My  dear  mother,  to  life  me  bore, 
That  I  should  reach  my  earthly  score, 

My  happiness — it  was  her  constant  main ; 

Her  advice  I  never  did  ordain. 

Reproach  from  friends  and  kin  alike  I  bore; 

Love  nor  playmates  I  did  adore ; 
I  cannot  time  replace.    Can  I  obtain 
Peace  and  solace,  the  most  precious  twain? 

Dearer  to  me  than  ever  before. 

Are  my  mother  and  Elenore, 

How  can  I  tears  remove,  and  so  make  plain 
My  love  to  them,  I  have  almost  slain? 

My  broken  heart  is  torn  to  the  very  core ; 

I  see  them  on  that  salient  shore ; 

I  can  hear  their  souls',  their  sweet  refrain, 
There  I  will  be  with  them  once  again. 

Yes,  we  will  meet  forever,  ever  more — - 
I,  my  mother  and  Elenore, 

To  be  pure  and  cleansed  from  mortal  stain ; 

That  is  our  reward,  that  is  our  gain. 


[94  GEMSOFPOESY 


FAREWELL  TO  MY  DEAR  OLD  HOME. 


MRS.   WALTER  DARCY. 


5 


ARE  WELL  to  my  dear  native  land, 

In  Ireland  far  away ! 
Farewell  to  my  dear  mother, 

Who  now  is  old  and  gray ! 
Farewell  unto  the  dear  old  friends, 

I  nevermore  shall  see. 
Farewell,  old  home,  where  I  was  born, 

Inniscarra  on  the  Lea ! 

My  darling-  mother  wept. 

When  her  boy  sailed  away. 
She  said  to  me,  "Don't  forget, 

When  in  America, 
That  your  old  mother's  prayer  will  be, 

For  her  exile  oyer  the  sea. 
May  God  protect  my  darling  boy, 

So  far  away  from  me!' 

That  dear  old  mother  now  is  dead, 

And  I'll  never  see  her  more; 
But  I  never  shall  forget  her  words, 

When  I  left  ni}^  native  shore : 
"Be  always  honest,  my  dear  boy. 

Wherever  yotj  may  be; 
And  don't  forget  your  ilear  old  home, 

Inniscarra  on  the  Lea." 

Farewell  to  my  dear  old  home, 

On  that  dear  old  Shamrock  shore ! 
Poor,  oppressed  old  Ireland 

That  I'll  see — no — nevermore! 
It  was  poverty  drove  me  away 

From  my  home  across  the  sea. 
And  parted  me  from  Mother  in 

Inniscarra  on  the  Lea. 
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SONNETS    OF    LOVE.. 
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ROBERT  BOGGS. 

OVE  cometli  secretly,  we  know  not  whence, 
And  taketh  lodgment  in  the  guileless  heart, 
That  feels  hj.s  presence  with  a  'guilty  start, 
As  'twere  a  shame,  and  strives  to  drive  him  thence, 
(As  if  poor  Love  hath  any  worldly  sense) 
Or  close  embracing  maketh  him  a  part 
Of  its  own  life,  tho'  oft  he  bringeth  smart;; 
But,  O!  the  joy  in  him  is  so  intense, 
'Twere  better  dead  than  suffer  him  to  go, 
Seeking  a  home  where  deeper  currents  flow, 
And  warmer  welcome  waits  with,  "If  you  please;, 
I'm  glad  your  little  loveliness  to  know, 
As  you'll  abide,  our  bliss  shall  never  cease, 
But  with  perennial  heart  still  increase." 

Who  lacketh  Love,  how  poor  a  wretch  is  he, 
Tho'  much  he  have  in  store  of  worldly  gear, 
With  coffers   full  and  lands  afar  and  near,' 
And  mines  of  gold  and  ships  upon  the  sea ; 
All  these  must  pass  away  and  cease  to  be, 
But  Love  endureth— Love  immortal  is. 
And  he  who  seeketh  Love  alone  is  wise. 
And  truly  blest,  more  blessed  far  than  he,' 
Whose  soul  distorted  by  the  lust  of  gain,  ' 
With  callous  heart,  and  cunning  scheming  brain, 
Wastes  all  his  life  in  sordid  quest  of  gold. 
Is  ne'er  content,  tho'  he  win  million-fold,  ' 
But  thirsts  for  more,  goes  mad  for  very'  greed, 
And  dying  rich,  yet  dies  in  sorest  need. 
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OH  !  SING  OF  THE  ROSES. 


ANNA  E.  C.  ADAMS. 

®H  !  sing  of  the  roses, 
The  beautiful  roses, 
Adorning  the  warm,  pulsing  bosom  of  June ! 
Exult  in  their  sweetness, 
Extol  their  completeness. 
And  only  lament  they  must  perish  so  soon. 

Oh!  sing  of  the  roses, 

The  snowy  white  roses. 
The  pink,  and  the  roses  the  hue  of  a  star. 

The  deep-hued,  the  tinted — 

Give  praises  unstinted — 
Oh !  sing  of  all  roses,  anear  or  afar. 

They  climb  on  rock  ledges, 

They  glow  amid  hedges. 
And  carefully  cultured  within  garden  wall; 

Or  lofty  or  lowly 

Or  sinful  or  holy — 
Their  fragrance  and  beauty  are  free  to  us  all. 
« 

Oh !  stately  the  dahlia, 

And  fair  the  azalea, 
And  many  the  blossoms  we  linger  to  view  ; 

But  what  like  the  roses 

Such  beauty  discloses. 
Such  wonderful  beauty  of  form  and  of  hue? 

Then  sing  of  the  roses. 

The  beautiful  roses, 
Or  scentless,  or  filling  the  air  with  perfume, 

They  lessen  our  sadness, 

They  bring  to  us  gladness — 
Those  roses  that  gem  the  fond  bosom  of  June. 
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THE  OTHER   SPHERE. 


CARDWELL   MC  SHERRY. 
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EATH  is  a  natural  phenomenon, 

This  every  one  should  know ; 
But  when  it  knocks  upon  our  door, 

What  makes  it  grieve  us  so? 
The  other  sphere  we  know  not  of, 

But  just  as  we  are  told, 
It's  beyond  all  earth's  creations, 

And  it  can't  be  bought  for  gold. 

There  is  no  time  for  us  to  lose. 

To  make  our  records  right ; 
We  may  be  well  at  morn,  and  yet 

Be  dead  and  gone  at  night. 
To  gain  the  portals  far  beyond 

Nor  wealth,  nor  fame  will  count  for  aught 
Such  one  must  stand  alone, 

And  try  and  gain  the  portals, 
And  then  to  reach  the  throne. 

This  life  of  ours  is  very  short 

Even  at  its  widest  span ; 
Then  why  not  ready  be  to  go 

To  the  fairer  land  ? 
Where  that  blessed  light  will  beam 

On  us  as  ne'er  before, 
When  we  have  gained  an  entrance 

Through  the  golden  door. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


MARY  C.   REDWAY. 


2) 


O  not  turn  true  friendship  aside, 

Just  because  you  have  too  much  pride. 
Stop,  and  think  how  much  better  you  would  feel. 
If  all  your  friends  were  true  as  steel. 
You'll  iind  when  you  have  plenty  of  money, 
You  will  have  friends  that  stick  like  honey, 
But  let  your  fortune  change  for  you, 
You  then  will  see  how  many  are  true. 

Tliere  are  those  that  say  they  are  friends, 
When  in  truth,  they  are  no  friends  at  all. 
If  you  need  a  lift,  they'll  stand  by  and  laugli, 
And  always  be  ready  to  help  you  fall. 
Give  me  the  friends  that'll  always  be  true, 
iAnd  have  a  friendship  true  for  you ; 
No  matter  how  many  misfortunes  you  meet, 
They'll  give  you  a  lift,  help  yon  on  your  feet. 

Then  turn  not  aside  from  a  true  friend's  door, 

Though  they  may  be  very  poor. 

For  ten  to  one,  they'll  do  more  for  you, 

Than  your  richer  friends  will  ever  do. 

True  friendship  to  me  is  ever  sweet, 

And  a  friend  that  is  true  is  the  one  to  meet. 

Do  not  change  old  friends  for  the  new. 

For  the  new  ones  \'ou  find  mav  not  be  as  true. 
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IS  IT  FOR  US  ? 


R.    LENA     HERMAN. 

S  it  for  us  to  speak  ill  of  another? 

Is  it  for  us  to  fasten  the  blame 
Of  our  misdeeds  upon  a  brother? 

Is  it  for  us  to  mar  his  good  name  ? 

Is  it  for  us  to  speak  unkindly 

To  Hfe's  weary  workman  struggling  hard? 
Is  it  for  us  to  pass  him  blindly? 

Could  we  not  show  hiiTi  a  brother's  regard  ? 

Could  we  not  add  to  another's  pleasure 
By  giving-  a  true  and  encouraging  smile? 

Sunshine  was  given  us  without  measure ; 
When  given  in  love,  is  it  not  worth  while? 

Is  it  for  us  to  judge  a  brother 

Who  in  a  dangerous  path  may  drift? 

We  cannot  know  the  heart  of  another 
Whom  just  a  kindness  might  uplift. 

Could  we  but  know  the  surging  passion ! 

Could  we  bu<-  see  the  struggling  oar ! 
Oh !  could  we  but  listen  with  compassion 

To  the  solemn/frantic  heart  throb's  roar! 

Oh !  then  in  the  fatal  hours  of  sinning 

We  would  tenderly  soothe  the  bruised  flowers. 

And  lift  the  soul  to  a  better  beginning, 
But  judgment  leave  to  Higher  Power. 
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FAIRIES  IN  THE  CLOUDS. 


© 


MARIE  ALICE   KNIGHT. 

AZING  into  the  distant  heavens, 

Into  skies  of  turquois  blue, 
Fairy  forms  seem  now  to  beckon. 

From  out  clouds  of  rosy  hue. 

Seem  to  beckon  to  you  and  me, 

To  draw  near  and  nearer  the  fairy  scene, 
And  seek  to  know  the  secret  joy, 

Amid  the  clouds  where  fairies  dream. 

Amid  the  clouds  where  fairy  forms. 
Look  down  upon  us  without  alarm. 

Clouds  of  white  their  forms  adorn, 
Beauty  and  innocence  both  to  charm. 

Fairies  that  move  with  wonderful  grace, 

To  nature's  own  perfect  time. 
Who  seem  enchanted  with  rosy  hue. 

With  music  rare,  and  classic  rhyme. 

You  are  so  free,  swinging  there  in  mid-air — 
What  perfect  bliss,  what  innocent  mirth  ! 

Are  you  contented,  are  you  happy  in  there, 
Swinging  so  }»ig-h  'mid  Heaven  and  earth? 

Could  we  live  the  life  you  live. 

And  be  content  with  finding, 
Though  every  cloud  is  not  rosy  hued. 

Yet  "Every  cloud  has  a  silver  lining!" 
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SHOULD  WE  KNOW  ? 


MABEL    MAUDE    MILLER. 


1 


F  Madame  Past,  a  new  made  ship, 
Launched  forth  into  the  open  sea, 
Laden  with  courage  and  brightest  hopes, 
With  prayers  that  smoothly  she  may  go, 
Could  not  breast  the  waves  the  mighty  unknown, 
Should  be  returning  with  nothing  to  please — 
Nothing,  our  souls  for  a  moment  to  sway — 
Should  We  Know  ? 

If  Madame  Present,  the  anchored  ship. 
Came  in  with  broken  mast  and  sails, 
Came  gliding  calmly  among  us, 
Unveiling  most  direful  woe ; 
Should  we   weep   for  battered   sails? 
Should  we  sorrow  for  glistening  wealth? 
Should  we  grieve  with  saddened  hearts? 
Should  We  Know? 

If  Madame  Future,  an  invisible  ship, 
A  phantom  ship,  far  out  at  sea. 
Could  bring  us  the  tiding  foretelling 
What  the  harvest  of  our  deeds  would  be, 
Would  our  hopes  be  shattered  and  joy  be  slain? 
And  should  we  have  lived  our  lives  in  vain. 
If  those  tidings  held  woes,  I  ask  again. 
Should  We  Know? 
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MEMORIES  OF  MY  OLD  NEW  ENGLAND  HOME. 


MRS.    NELUE    WILLARD   TAYLOR. 

#Tnr% ANY  years  I've  been  a  wanderer  from  my  childhood's 
wLlliS;     feappy  home, 

Mid  the  green  hills  of  New  England,  fair  to  see, 
Yet,  IK  dreams,  I  often  linger,  beside  the  door  step  stone 

Of  that  weather-beaten  farm  house  dear  to  me  ; 
I  hear  the  robins  singing  among  the  apple  trees, 

As  about  the  dear  old  place  again  I  roam, 
The  dew  djops  on  the  clover,  the  roses  at  the  door, 

Seem,  to  whisper,  "Weary  wanderer,  welcome  home !" 

Chonts : 

Oh  i  then  let  me  wander  again 

Where  dashes  the  wild  mountain  stream, 
Where  the  voices  of  nature  are  sweet 

As  the  music  wx  hear  in  a  dream 
Where  the  birds  carol  forth  at  the  dawn, 

As  they  dip  their  bright  wings  in  the  spray, 
Where  the  shades  of  the  forest  are  deep  ; 

Oh  { there  let  me  dream  life  away  ! 

My  heart  grows  sad  with  longing  for  each  dear  familiar  scene, 

The  meadow  and  the  orchard  spreading  wide ; 
The  lofty  sugar  maple,  the  pasture  on  the  hill. 

Where  we  drove  the  cattle  home  at  evening  tide ; 
But  within  the  dear  old  homestead,  strangers  now  our  places  fill. 

Many  friends  I  loved  have  crossed  the  na:]Tow  sea, 
Still  those  grand  eternal  mountains,  with  their  thousand  flashing 
rills 

Are  there  to  breathe  a  welcome  sweet  to  me. 
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AUTUMN  TIME. 


LEROY    W.    DUNCAN. 


H 


UTUMN,  with  imperial  splendor, 
Touched  by  crimson  lips,  the  trees, 

Bome  with  autumnal  love  and  splendor 
Backward  on  the  evenine-  breeze. 


Nature  puts  on  all  her  beauty, 
Earth  with  splendor  is  adorned, 

Uie  in  everything  is  changing, 
Nearing  fast  the  changeless  morn. 

Winter's  chill  will  soon  be  o'er  us, 
All  the  earth  in  slumber  lie; 

But  will  beam  again  with  beauty, 
In  the  Springtime  by  and  by. 

Thus  our  lives  are  always  changing, 
Changing  swift  what  e'er  betide, 

May  they  ever  glow  with  beauty 
As  the  lovely  Autumn  time. 
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MEMORIAL  DAY  1902. 


ROSE   F.    MC  CAMLY. 


M 


ITH  broadening  sweep,  the  years  roll  on, 

Since  our  first  Memorial  Day, 

When  we  called  the  fairest  flowers  of  Spring, 

To  place  on  the  graves  of  those 

Who  wore  confederate  -grey. 

The  battle  clouds  have  all  rolled  by ; 
The  clarion  notes  of  fife  and  horn 
Are  still.     Not  one  in  proud  array 
Rides  forth  with  true  and  valiant  heart 
To  meet  the  foe  at  dawn.  • 

No  tents  are  struck,  no  camp-fiies  burn 

To  mark  the  track  of  other  years, 

A  -silence  reigns  o'er  all  around. 

Save  for  murmured  prayers  and  sobbing  tears. 

But  full  upon  the  evening  air,     " 
In  memory's  halls,  with  eyes  grown  dim. 
We  live  those  vanished  years  again. 
And  scatter  flowers,  and  chant  a  hymn. 

Some  few  are  left  who  bore  our  flags, 
They  bring  it  furled  and  draped  today. 
With  whitening  locks  and  feeble  steps, 
Plant  its  stafif  o'er  the  lifeless  clay. 

With  hearts  on  fire  you  grasped  it  first, 
And  waved  it  with  exultant  zeal, 
The  stars  fought  in  iheir  courses  then, 
And  conquered  Southern  steel. 

Go,  soldier  of  the  sunny  South, 
Forth  with  unstained,  glistening  shields  ! 
Your  glory  will  live  in  Southern  hearts, 
Tho'  bloodless  were  your  fields. 
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THE    BIG    COAL    STRIKE. 


M.     CONNOR     MALLOY. 


z 


HE  big  coal  strike  is  over,  men, 

We're  to  our  work  again,  they  say. 
They're  going  to  be  some  square. 

And  make  a  new  begin,  they  say. 
That  God's  found  standing  room, 

And  when  He  once  begins, 
They  can't  forget  us ! 
The  won't  forget  us  ! 

For  we're  the  bottom  men. 

'Tis  true  they  got  down  to  it,  boys, 

And  sailed  right  through  that  bin, 
And  if  they  hadn't  looked  some  out 

They'd  met  some  roasted  men. 
There  was  Jim,  or  Tom,  or  Harry, 

That'll  ne'er  come  up  again  : 
He  walked  the  gangway, 
Filled  the  breakers, 

But  he'll  ne'er  come  up  again. 

There's  one  on  that  committee, 

That  to  Mt.  Carmel  went. 
That's  got  the  bowels  of  pity 

For  women  and  for  men. 
He'd  transplant  the  grimy  digger 

To  the  fields  of  rolling  grain, 
Where  with  wife  and  child 
To  bless  him. 

He'd  ne'er  know 'strike  again. 
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DEAD. 


ROBERT  BOGGS. 


(5 


OLDEN   glory  on  the  cloud, 

Golden  gleams  upon  the  river; 
One  so  still  in  yonder  shroud, 

Gone  her  spirit  to  the  Giver. 
White  wild  flowers  on  her  bier, 
Which  the  poor,  each  with  a  tear, 
Brought  for  her  who  there  is  lying; 
Now  the  golden  light  is  dying,  slowly  dying 

On  the  cloud  and  on  the  river. 
While  the  summer  wind  is  sighing, 

Sadly  to  the  earth  we  give  her. 

Kind  her  heart  was,  and  she  loved 

God's  poor  children,  meek  and  lowly, 
And  among  us  never  moved 

One  like  her,  so  pure  and  holy; 
She  hath  passed,  and  now  from  Heavea 

Blesses  them  with  whom  she  wept, 
For  a  season  only  given, 
Then  the  chain  was  gently  riven, 

That  her  loving,  spirit  kept. 

Heavy  falls  the  sod,  and  hollow, 

On  that  form  so  pale  and  still; 
But  we  soon  her  path  will  follow, 

.'Tis  the  gracious  Father's  will, 
That  not  long  shall  we  be  parted, 

From  the  beings  we  hold  dear ; 
Be  not  then  so  broken  hearted ! 

Ye  again  her  voice  will  hear. 
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Now  the  golden  light  hath  fled, 

From  the  cloud  and  from  the  river, 
Sleeping  with  the  silent  dead, 

We,  alas!  must  go  and  leave  her. 
Leave  her  here  until  that  day 

When  the  Lord  shall  call  the  good 
From  their  tenements  of  clay, 

To  enjoy  His  blest  abode; 

Come,  poor  children,  weep  no  more. 

She  hath  only  gone  before, 

Be  not  thus  bowed  down  with  sorrow. 

There  shall  come  a  brighter  morrow. 

Charity,  'tis  true,  hath  died, 

Faith  and  Hope  with  us  abide. 
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THE  CLOSE  OF  DAY. 


IH 


EDWARD    P.    SCHAPPELL. 

OW  beautiful  the  skies  are  looking, 
When  the  sun  sets  o'er  the  bay ! 

How  contented  all  the  people, 
At  the  close  of  day ! 

How  beautiful  the  skies  are  looking,  ' 
When  night  is  coming  on — 

When  the  sun's  last  rays  are  setting — 
When  the  day  is  done! 

How  beautiful  the  earth  is  looking! 

That  time  is  the  best. 
When  we  cease  our  daily  labor — 

When  the  sun  sets  in  the  West. 

How  beautiful  the  heavens 

When  the  sun  has  gone  away — 

When  the  gentle  moon  and  starlight, 
Proclaim  the  close  of  day ! 
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THE  LONE  SENTINEL. 


ADA   BON  NULL. 


36 


RAVELY  at  his  post  of  duty, 

All  of  self,  save  soul,  forgot, 
A  lone  sentinel  stood  in  patience, 

Stood  and  faltered  not. 

Strong-  the  foe  and  great  the  conflict, 

And  his  weapons  were  but  one; 
Yet  he  felt  that  he  must  conquer 

E'er  the  bitter  fight  was  done. 

By  day  he  fought  with  zeal  undaunted — 
Fought  nobly  with  his  mighty  spear-, 

And  slept  at  night 4n  the  enemy's  camp. 
Slept  and  felt  no  fear. 

The  victory  he  sought  was  glorious, 

Won  not  by  blood  nor  pelf, 
A  treasure  fair  in  the  hand  of  the  foe, 

Dearer  than  life  itself. 

A  bright  day  dawned ;  the  battle  ended ; 

A  gleam  of  light  o'er  his  countenance  stole ; 
'Twas  a  Christian  brother  with  the  devil's  warrior's 

Contending  aye  for  a  soul. 

He  gazed  into  the  face  of  his  Captain 
Who  had  guided  where  the  enemy  trod. 

Yes,  his  Captain  was  the  loving  Jesus, 
And  his  sword  was  the  Word  of  God. 
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"PAPA,  MAMMA  WANTS  YOU: 


ir 


LEROY    W.    DUNCAN. 

N  an  office  round  the  corner^. 

Sits  a  master  of  the  Law, 
Thinking-  of  his  home  and  loved  <ma 

That  he  left  long,  long  ago. 

Suddenly  the  door  is  opened, 
And  a  little  form  appears,. 
And,  from  a  curly  headed  youngster, 
.  .This  is  what  the  great  man  hears: 

'■Papa,  Mamma  wants  you. 

She  is  crying  night  and  day,. 
Papa,  mamma  loves  you  dearly ; 

Won't  you  please  come  back  and  stay?* 

The  court  room  was  filled  with  people 

On  a  bright  and  balmy  day,. 
Some  to  hear  the  lawyer's  pleading. 

Some  to  pass  the  time  away. 

Judge  and  jury  had  assembled. 
When  it  came  the  proper  time. 

For  adjusting  lawful  matters. 
Felonies,  divorces,  crime. 

The  first  case  on  the  docket 

Was  a  trial  for  divorce, 
The  court  room  soon  was  silenced. 

Case  proceeded  on  its  course. 

When  the  lawyer's  pleas  were  enJed, 

The  Avoman  sobbed  aloud. 
And  little  Pete's  soft  voice  was  heard. 

From  the  silence  of  that  crowd- 
As  he  took  the  hand  of  papa, 

Mamma  placed  her  hand  in  his, 
'Your  honor,"  said  the  lawyer, 

"Complainant  moves  the  case  dismissal.'' 
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P(  )NDER. 


JOSEPH  J.  COUGHLIN. 

ONDEK.,  ere  30U  would  rebuke ; 

Let  patient  judgment  teach 
That  you  may  long  regret  the  word, 
That  sudden  anger  foully  lured, 

Into  the  form  of  speech. 

Ponder,  lest  you  lose  a  friend, 

By  a  thoughtless  word  or  deed; 
For  as  you  journey  on  through  life, 
The  prey  of  constant  bitter  strife. 
Firm  friends  are  what  you  need. 

Ponder,  ere  your  angry  glance. 

The  evil  has  begun, 
For  oft  when  on  life's  ocean  tossed, 
A  scornful  frown  the  day  has  lost 

Which  laughter  would  have  won. 

Ponder,  ere  you  would  leply 

In  anger  or  in  scorn 
To  smooth  away  from  life's  stern  path 
111  omened  thorns  of  hasty  wrath 

Was  patience  wisely  born. 

Ponder,  lest  a  thoughtless  act. 
Would  later  cause  you  pain. 

The  good  you've  done,  its  crown  has  won. 

But  evil,  wdien  'tis  once  begun 
Is  hard  to  right  again. 


212  GEMSOFPOESY 


REVIEW. 


AISLED   EEBSMRO. 


XL 


H ROUGH  memory 

How  often  we 
Glance  back  and  heave  a  sigh. 

Why  vain  regret? 

Be  happy  yet. 
Light  breaketh  by  and  by. 

As  passing  years, 

Calm  all  our  fears. 
All  seems  peaceful  and  serene. 

Dim  shadows  made 

They  quickly  fade, 
And  leave  us  happy  now  as  then. 

The  rippling  rill, 

Our  hearts  will  fill. 
With  thanks  to  God  above. 

Its  ^yaters  bright. 

With  sparkling  light, 
Is  like  the  Eternal  Love ! 

Undimmed  by  time. 

Or  changing  clime. 
Or  swiftly  passing  years. 

As  one  by  one. 

Rich  blessings  come. 
To  all  whom  God  'reveres. 
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SOME  ISLANDS. 


THOMAS   W.   CULVER. 


ir 


N  fair  Rolette,  on  the  banks 

Laved  with  blue  waters  of  the  lake, 

I  often  stand  and  gaze  afar 

At  two  brown  islets,  which  to  make 

The  scene  more  lovely 

Rear  their  pretty  heads, 
Above  the  wavelet's  play. 

As  along  thy  rocky  shore  I  roam, 

O,  Island  Lake,  my  northern  home ! 
With  tree  and  bird  and  book  and  flower, 

I  often  here  could  spend  an  hour. 
In  restful  mood,  while,  on  the  wings 

Of  fancy,  my  thoughts  would  speed 
To  other  lands,  to  other  climes, 
Quite  distant  from  these  islets  lone — 

To  other  islets  in  ocean's  brine. 

O,  sunlit  vales,  and  golden  sands ! 

O,  rushing  streams  and  silvery  sands, 
The  home  of  fruits  delicious,  rare. 

Birthplace  of  flowers,  exceeding  fair ! 
O,  Cuban  Isle,  by  valor  given. 

E'er  shalt  thy  sons,  by  aid  of  Heaven, 
Giiprd  thv  shores  from  foreig-n  foe. 

For  freedom  dwell  in  valley  low ;  - 
Or  in  the  lone  and  wooded  hills. 
Wherever  men  abide,  it  fills 

Their  souls  with  that  immortal  part 
Of  patriot  zeal  which  drives  from  mart 
Or  field,  the  tyrant  with  his  chains, 

Ass'aults  the  wilv  foe,  and  victorv  gains. 
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IJREAMS  OF  CHILDHOOD'S  HOME. 


R.  L.  hebenthall. 


n 


N  my  dreams,  1  often  wander 

To  my  dear  old  childhood  home, 

Far  away  among  the  hills,  in  peace,  it  is, 

Then,  its  shade  trees,  I  seem  under, 

And  I  vow  ril  never  roam, 

From  its  quiet  life  of  esctasy  and  bliss. 

And  its  then  that  I,  on  waking, 

Find  my  self  so  far  away, 

From  that  dear  old  happy  home  where  I  was  born; 

And  I  think  my  heart  is  breaking, 

Rut  ril  journey  there  some  day, 

And  ril  live  as  I  did  in  life's  early  morn. 

How  I  long  to  see  the  old  home, 

Where  my  childhood  days  I  spent, 

And  old  Jacobs  Creek,  as  it  goes  flowing  past ! 

Were  I  but  there,  Fd  ne'er  roam, 

From  the  place,  from  whence  I  went, 

And  the  days  that  Fd  spent  there  would  be  my  last. 
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HOLLYHOCKS  AROUND  THE  LITTLE  COTTAGE  DOOR. 


KITTIE   DEASON. 


1R 


OUND  the  little  cottage  door. 

Where  the  rose  vine  twines  no  more, 

There  the  hollyhocks  so  tender  used  to  grow ; 

There  I  played,  a  barefoot  boy, 

With  a  heart  brim-full  of  joy. 
Gathering  hollyhocks  amid  the  summer's  glow.' 

Chorus : 

Though  I'm  old  and  care-worn  now. 

With  gray  hairs  upon  my  brow, 

That  bright  picture  to  my  memory  comes  once  more. 

And  I  fain  would  be  a  boy. 

With  a  heart  brim-full  of  joy. 
Gathering  hollyhocks  around  the  little  cottage  door. 

There  I  played  with  Mary  dear, 

To  my  childish  heart  so  near. 

Her  sweet  little  hands  I  filled  with  flowers  so  fair; 

And  her  beauteous  eyes  so  bright, 

Beamed  with  pleasure  and  delight, 
As  the  hollyhocks  I  gathered  for  her  there. 

Years  have  glided  swift  away, 

Since  that  happy,  happy  day, 

When  her  heart  and  hand  to  me  dear  Mary  gave,      - 

She  has  gone' to  her  sweet  rest, 

Leaving  with  me  this  request, 
"Please,  dear,  place  some  hollyhocks  upon  my  grave." 
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GOD  RULETH  ALL. 


FRANCIS  STII.I.MAKER. 


1R 


OLL  on,  ye  restless  ocean. 
Roll  on  from  shore  to  shore ! 

Why  is  it  that  you  do  not  stop, 
But  roll  on  f orevermore  .f* 

What  mighty  power  thy  waves  do  show, 
As  they  lash  in  fury  round ! 

But  God  hath  only  to -say  the  word, 
And  thy  heaving  billows  are  calmed. 

How  like  the  rushing  waver,  are  we, 
Ruled  by  that  mighty  Hand ! 

So  let  us  submit  to  His  gracious  will 
And  we'll  safely  reach  the  strand. 


GEMS    OF    POESY  217 


ODE  TO  OUR  BEAUTIFUL  STAR  WORLD. 


XL 


ELIZABETH   N.   DITSON. 

HIS  beautiful  Garden  of  Eden 

With  its  life  of  love  and  song, 
Its  tropical  climes  and  northern  snows, 

God  gave  us  to  live  upon — 

The  Unchanging,  Unseen  Ruler  of  all. 


The  rosy  light  of  dawn, 

The  radiant  light  of  day. 
And  at  night  the  soft  starlight  and  silvery  moonlight 

Speak  of  His  love  alway — 

The  Great,  Loving,  Unseen  Ruler  of  all. 

Through  ethereal  space  afar 

Lighting  us  with  their  twinkhng  light, 

Each  of  the  million  little  stars 
Tells  how  unerring  is  the  might 
Of  the  Unseen  Ruler  of  all. 

Through  desert  lone  and  waste. 

O'er  mountain,  hill  or  plain, 
Where'er  we  go  we'll  always  find 

God  will  be  the  same 

Unseen  Ruler  over  all. 
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THE   AGED   VIOLINIST   PARTING   WITH   HIS    VIOLIN. 


MILDRED   M.   COVENTRY. 

*||  N  a  lowly  attic  chamber,  in  the  sunset's  fading  light, 
J4-     Where  the  weird  and  ghostly  shadows  promise  gave  of 

darkest  night, 
Sat  a  man  of  many  winters,  crooning  o'er  a  violin  old, 
HeedU^ss  both  of  light  or  darkness,  heedless  both  of  pain  and  cold. 

Thrice   he   brushed  his   fingers   lightly   o'er  the  slender,  quivering 

strings, 
Thrice   he   spoke  in  broken  accents,   giving  grief  and   thought  its 

wings ; 
"Must  we  part,  Cremona,  Beauty?     Naught  else  have  I  now,  save 

you ; 
But  your  price  is  quite  a  fortune,  and  you  know  I'm  hungry,  too. 

''But  what  am  I  without  thee?    A  harp  without  a  string, 
A  chord  without  the  music,  a  bird  with  a  broken  wing ! 
And  yet  'tis  such  temptation  when  one  hasn't  any  bread; 
For  it  means  five  hundred  dollars,  and  I  may  be  clothed  and  fed. 

"Five  hundred  dollars,  truly  to  a  man  without  a  roof! 

Five  'hundred  dollars,  listen !    Thus  we  weave  the  warp  and  woof, 

The  sunshine  and  the  shadow ;  but  the  shadow  falls  to  me ; 

For  what  is  five  hundred  dollars,  if  I  must  part  with  thee?" 

Then  he  thrust  the  violin  roughly  into  its  wooden  case, 
And  hastily  shutting  the  cover,  brushed  liis  hand  across  his  face. 
A  faint,  yet  perceptible  tremor,  like  a  whisper  of  keenest  pain, 
Caused  the  man  to  lift  the  cover,  and  take  the  violin  out  again. 

"Ah!  it  hurts  you,  too,  Cremona!    I'm  sure  you  have  a  heart. 
I'll  just  finger  your  strings  lightly  before  we  two  must  part; 
I'll  just  recall  old  pastimes  with  the  bow  across  your  strings, 
How  we  played  before  the  people,  beggars,  princes,  serfs  and 

kings. " 
Through  the  lowly  attic  chamber  thrills  a  melody  divine, 
And  that  thrill  transforms  the  master  like   the  first  touch  of  the 

wine; 
B\iv  the  strings  break  as  the  music  into  vacancy  is  hurled  ; 
And  the  master  and  the  music  drift  into  another  world. 
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MY  COUNTRY  MAIDEN. 


ARTHUR   D.    DAVIS. 


® 


N  yon  hill  a  maiden  dwells, 

Among  the  summer  bowers; 
The  dearest  of  the  country  belles 

That  lives  among  the  flowers. 

Her  form  is  neat  and  active, 

Her  face  is  like  a  rose; 
Her  eyes  are  dark  and  piercing,  ' 

And  her  manners  quite  composed. 

She  is  fairer  than  the  tily, 

O,  purer  than  the  rose ! 
O,  sweeter  to  my  heart ! 

No  purer  flower  grows. 

She  has  a  love  for  those  unseen. 

To  friends,  a  tender  care ; 
Upon  her  stately  shoulders  gleams 

A  wealth  of  raven  hair. 

O,  my  country  maiden  pure, 

That  roams  the  hills  so  free ! 
My  crowning  light  of  heart  secure 

Is  to  live  and  be  with  thee. 

We  roamed  the  farm  you  love  so  well, 

We  loitered  out  in  ease, 
Hand  in  hand,  to  the  old  dug  well, 

Under  the  old  elm  trees. 

And  we  talked  of  the  future  rich  with  wealth, 
Of  our  great  love  for  each  other; 

Then  I  held  to  your  lips  the  bucket  of  health, 
And  you  drank  to  our  joy  forever. 
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A  MIDNIGHT  DREAM. 


% 


ERNEST  A.    ATKINSON. 

AST  night,  as  I  lay  sleeping, 

I  dreamed  of  a  land  far  away, 
Where  the  sun  never  sets  at  even ; 

Over  there  'tis  eternal  day. 
In  that  land  all  the  people  seem  happy ; 

They  have  pleasures  we  never  can  know, 
'Til  we've  crossed  o'er  the  sweet  river  Jordan, 

Where  the  storms  of  this  life  never  blow. 

In  the  lone,  silent  hours  of  the  midnight, 

In  vain  fancy  I  saw  my  bright  goal. 
My  heart  rose  with  rapture  within  me, 

When  I  viewed  the  sweet  home  of  the  soul. 
And  when,  'mid  a  troop  of  bright  angels, 

I  saw  Him  Who  was  born  in  earth's  lands, 
I  knew  it  was  Jesus,  my  Saviour, 

By 'the  print  of  the  nails  in  His  Hands. 

As  I  gazed  at  that  Heavenly  army, 

That  were  walking  the  streets  of  pure  gold, 
I  was  saddened  to  see  that  so  many 

Were  lost  and  far  out  from  Ihe  fold. 
Some  were  there  who  I  thought  would  be  missing; 

Some  far  out,  who  I  thought  would  be  home ; 
But  alas,  they  had  passed  from  life's  gateway 

Forever  the  dark  way  to  roam. 

When  this  life's  dreams  are  all  over 

And  life's  sceptre  we're  called  to  lay  down, 
May  we  fly  on  the  wings  of  the  morning 

To  that  land  where  each  one  wears  a  crown ; 
The  place  where  the  faithful  are  garnered. 

The  land  where  it  is  no  more  dream, 
The  streets  are  all  gold  that  they  walk  on. 

And  things  are  just  what  they  seem ! 
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MAIDEN,  PRETTY  MAIDEN. 
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F.    B.    JOHNSON. 

IFE  is  a  golden  sea. 
Wilt  thou  sail  with  me 
O'er  life's  golden  sea? 

Eove  will  point  the  way 

I'll  love  thee  all  the  way 
O'er  life's  golden  sea. 

Together  through  life  we'll  sail. 
Together  through  calm  and  gale 
Of  life's  voyage  we  will  sail ; 

And  when  we  have  crossed  the  sea 

Of  life,  for  you  and  me 
There  is  joy  divine,  o'er  life's  golden  sea. 

We  have  sailed  life's  golden  sea  o'er ; 

We  have  reached  its  farthest  shore. 

Now  life's  tempests  and  storms  are  past  and  o'er ; 

Heaven's  lights  beam  from  the  other  shore. 

Beckoning  to  us  o'er  and  o'er, 
Where  we  will  dwell  forevermore. 
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A  TRIBUTE  TO  GEMS  OF  POESY. 


RILLA  C.   FRIEST. 


® 


UT  upon  life's  restless  ocean, 
Gems  of  Poesy,  speed  thy  way ! 

Be  thy  mission  one  of  gladness 
Where  so  e'er  thy  path  may  lay. 

Blue  the  sky  that  bends  above  thee. 

Star  of  hope,  illume  thy  wayl 
Be  thy  name  the  loving-  passport 

In  many,  many  homes  today. 

Calm  and  peaceful  be  thy  voyage 
Down  the  shadowy  aisles  of  time. 

May  the  purest  thoughts  enthrone  thee, 
Gems  from  many  a  noble  mind. 
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PEACE   ON  EARTH. 


EMMA   D.    PITTS. 


P 


EACE  on  earth,  good  will  to  men," 

Sang  the  angels  long  ago ; 
"Peace  on  earth,"  they  sing  again. 

O,  my  brothers,  sing  ye,  too ! 
Hear  the  music  in  the  air. 

Yea,  the  melody  and  joy ! 
Hear  it  swelling  everywhere, 

High  o'er  all  of  earth's  alloy ! 

Peace  can  never  reign  supreme. 

Broadcast  o'er  this  whole  wide  world, 
Till  each  heart  doth  sing  within, 

"Peace;  thy  banner  is  unfurled." 
Nor  till  each  heart  inly  feels. 

True  compassion  for  the  whole ; 
And  into  each  spirit  steals. 

Tenderness  for  everv  soul. 
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IN  DREAMLAND'S   REALM. 


s 


MRS.  J.  M.   MORRIS. 

OMETIMES  in  Dreamland's  fairy  realm  I  roam, 

And  there  departed  ones  I  often  see, 
Dear  ones,  whg  never  in  our  earthly  home 

Can  dwell  again,  except  in  memory. 

Chorus : 

O,  Dreamland,  fairy  Dreamland! 

Thy  realm's  an  enchanted  isle ; 
We  wander  on  thy  magic  shore, 

To  dream  a  little  while, 
Where  thou  dost  keep  the  days  of  yore, 
Of  joy  and  pain.    We  live  them  o'er. 

Once  more  the  joy  of  youth's  first  love  is  ours, — 
Those  vanished  davs  that  were  so  full  of  bliss. 

We  climb  the  hills  bedecked  with  springtime  flowers. 
And  loving  lips  imprint  on  ours  a  kiss. 

A  little  maid  I  have  not  seen  for  years 

I  often  meet  in  this  enchanted  land ; 
But  wake  to  find  my  pillow  wet  with  tears, 

And  in  my  clasp  no  dimpled  little  hand. 
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A    QUESTION. 

,  M.   D.   ROWLAND. 

S  Jesus  near  when  a  sinner  like  me, 
Has  never  listened  to  one  plea? 
He  gives  me  life,  He  gives  me  all ; 
I  haven't  listened  to  His  call. 
My  heart  it  fails  me,  and  I  fear — 
Does  Jesus  call  me  ?    Is  He  near  ? 

Is  Jesus  near  when  in  the  prison  cell  ? 
I've  traveled  down  the  road  to  Hell. 
My  friends  have  left,  and  me  they  spurn- 
My  soul  within  me  seems  to  burn. 
I  pray  to  God,  and  still  I  fear — 
Will  Jesus  hear  me?     Is  He  near? 

Is  Jesus  near  when  we  pray, 
For  loved  ones  falling  by  the  way? 
Does  Jesus,  with  an  ever  loving  ear, 
Bow  down  our  feeble  prayers  to  hear? 
Is  Jesus  there?    Is  Jesiis  near? 

Is  Jesus  near  when  death  has  come, 
And  plucked  a  flower  from  our  hearts? 
It  might  have  been  one  in  full  bloom, 
Or  just  a  bud  that  scents  the  room, 
With  joys  of  youth  or  childhood  dear. 
Is  Jesus  tender,  is  He  near? 
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CHRISTMAS  EVE— A  PRAYER. 


<L 


ROBERT  HENRY  DlEHI,. 

HRISTMAS  Eve!     In  eastern  skies 

Still  gleams  the  glorious  star  of  old 
That  led  to  Bethlehem !     Travelers  wise, 

And  humble  shepherds  from  the  fold, 
To  all  the  waiting  earth  is  given 

The  same  glad  song  God's  angels  then 
Proclaimed,  with  all  the  host  of  Heaven, 

"Peace  on  earth,  good  will  toward  men." 

Christmas  Eve  !     O,  Gracious  One  ! 

Be  this  our  humble  prayer  tonight : 
God  speed  the  day  whose  rising  sun 

Shall  usher  in  the  truth,  the  right  ; 
When,  War  and  Strife  their  clamor  ending, 

Love  with  Faith  shall  conquer  Sin, 
Ah !  dear  Lord,  this  prayer  ascending, 

"Peace  on  earth,  good  will  toward  men." 
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KEEP  CLIMBING. 
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IDA    SMITH   CAUSBY. 

KEP  climbing",""  should  ever  be  your  motto, 
If  success  in  this  life  you  would  meet; 

Keep  climbing,  and  the  mountains  above  you, 
Will  crumble,  and  fall  'neath  your  feet. 

Keep  climbing,  though  dark  clouds  hang  o'er  you, 
And  the  sun  sinks  ahnost  from  sight ; 

Despair  not,  only  look  in  the  distance. 
You  may  see  a  faint  glim.mer  of  light. 

That  will  only  grow  brighter  and  brighter. 

If  you  climb  just  a  little  each  day, 
And  have  power  to  resist  the  temptations, 

That  you  find  strewn  around  all  the  way. 

It  takes  courage  to  tight  all  life's  battles. 

You'll  find  you  need  strength  every  hour ; 
Then  seek  thou  the  guidance  of  Him,  Who  so  cares 

For  each  bird  and  each  beast  and  each  flower. 

* 
Whatever  springs  up  in  your  pathway. 

Be  honest,  courageous  and  true, 

Endeavoring  to  be  what  you  really  are. 

In  the  work  you're  attempting  to  do. 

Think  upward,  look  upward  while  climbing; 

Never  glance  at  mistakes  of  the  past ; 
But  always  look  on  the  bridge  side. 

It  will  lead  you  to  victory  at  last. 

For,  if  you  would  be  known  on  life's  journey,. 

Be  worth  knowing.    Again,  I  will  say. 
Keep  climbing;  God  being  your  helper,. 

Success  will  sometime  win  the  dr>^-. 
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LOVE  ME  NOW. 
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CORA    ISABEL    WITHERS. 

OVE  me  now ;  for  when  I'm  dead 
My  heart  no  love  can  know. 

My  cold  and  lifeless  form  will  lie 
Unconscious  'neath  the  snow. 

I  will  not  know  that  o'er  my  grave 
Thy  flowers  are  blooming  gay; 

If  thou  hast  tokens  of  lov(^  for  me, 
Give  them  to  me  today. 

Thy  heart  may  beat  for  me  oftimes, 
But  thou  hast  never  told ; 

Pray,  do  not  save  thy  loving  words 
Until  my  form  is  cold. 

Thou  must  not  wait  to  embrace  me, 

Till  I've  gone  away ; 
Tell  not  others  of  thy  love  for  me ; 

But  tell  it  to  me  today. 
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SOME   MOTHER'S   GIRL. 


® 


MRS.   C.   M.    MILES. 

NEY  a  woman  of  lowest  rank, 
round  today  by  the  riverbank, 
Upturned  to  the  rain  was  her  face  so  fair 
Framed  by  a  tangle  of  sunny  hair. 

"Died  by  her  own  hand,"  was  the  verdict  gave, 
As  they  carried  her  forth  tc  her  lonely  grave, 
There  was  none  to  weep  and  none  to  cafe. 
For  some  mother's  girl  that  was  lying  there. 

In  a  humble  home,  so  far  away, 
Waits  a  father  and  mother  old  and  gray. 
Waiting  in  vain,  for  they  cannot  know. 
Their  darling  lies  neath  the  drifting  snow. 

Hoping  each  day  for  a  message  to  come. 
Saying  their  dear  one  will  soon  be  home  ; 
Praying  each  night  at  the  close  of  day, 
"God  keep  our  little  one,  lest  she  stray." 
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ALONE;  A  SONG. 


0.    L.    HARVEY. 


B 


LONE  ?    Ah !  no,,  it  cannot  be ; 

I  am  not  alone,  Thou  art  with  nie ; 
In  my  heart  of  hearts,  Thy  voice  I  hear; 
I  am  not  alone  if  Thou  art  near. 

I  am  never  alone;  ni  llic  darkest  hour. 
I  feel  the  presence  of  Infinite  Power; 
Wherever  I  go,  on  land  or  sea, 
I  know  Thy  presence  goes  with  me. 

Chorus : 
O,  Infinite  Power,  O  Love  divine: 
I  know  I  am  Thine  and  Thou  art  mine. 

At  home,  or  abroad,  in  crowded  halls. 
The  voice  of  the  Infinite  ever'  calls ; 
When  the  wind  murmurs,  I  hear  His  voice, 
In  sunshine  and  shadow  I  rejoice. 

Serenely  placid  my  soul  remains, 
Thy  presence  will  banish  all  its  pains ; 
In  wood,  and  fields,  or  crowded  street. 
Love,  joy  and  hope,  the  strains  repeat. 

Chorus : 

0  Infinite  Power !     O  Love  divine  ! 

1  am  never  alone  if  I  am  Thine. 


IT 
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THE  HOME  VISION, 


MRS.    J.    E.    ROBBINS. 

AM  sitting'  tonight  in  my  low  rocking  chaii, 
Where  so  oft  I  have  sat  when  a  child. 

Breathing:  the  fragrance  of  flowers  sweet  aiul  fair. 
Wafted  hither  on  breezes  so  mild. 

I  am  waiting  and  watching  lor  i^otie  and  Dan. 

Who  have  rambled  away  in  their  glee, 
Adown  the  green  lane,  where  we  three  often  ran. 

To  feast  at  the  old  walnut  tree. 

The  dear,  old  home  faces  look  down  from  the  wall 
With  a  glad  smile  of  welcome,  it  seems. 

Can  the  drear  little  room,  I  so  long  have  called  home, 
Be  only  a  vision,  or  dream? 

Am  I  waiting  and  watching  for  Lotie  and  Dan, 
Have  they  wandered  afar  in  their  play, 

Or  is  it  a  dream  a  few  moments  will  span  ? 
Will  it  cheer,  and  then  vanish  away? 

Oh !  bitter  awakening,  a  return  of  my  pain ! 

The  home  vision  no  longer  I  see; 
The  dear  ones  I've  mourned  for  so  sadly  in  vain. 

Are  the  ones  who  are  waiting  for  me. 

I'm  not  waiting  or  watching  for  Lotie  and  Daii, 
Who  long  ago  crossed  the  white  sea, 

They,  with  Father  and  Mother,  a  dear  angel  band, 
Over  there  are  waiting  for  me. 
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MY   OLD   SOUTH  COUNTY   HOME. 


® 


AMY    DKLLA    NORTIIUF. 

N  the  banks  of  a  silvery  river, 

Where  the  nodding  bhie-bells  blow, 
I  dream  of  a  vernal  springtime 

'Mid  the  sunlight's  golden  glow. 
There  stands  a  dear  old  homestead 

Now  fading  in  earthly  gloom, 
In  a  haze  of  golden  glory — 

'Tis  my  old  south  county  home. 

Chorus : 

Now  the  dawning  gilds  the  hilltop 

'Bove  my  old  south  countv  home, 
And  the  birds  are  singing  sweetly, 

Where  in  fancy  oft  I  roam. 
How  I  long  to  see  that  valley 

When  the  lilacs  are  in  bloom ! 
A  sea  of  fragrant  gladness 

Is  my  old  south  county  home. 

There  still  flows  the  silv'ry  river, 

And  the  blossoms  are  as  bright 
In  the  valley  of  the  glebe-Is nd, 

A  scene  my  heart  to  delight. 
I  long  for  that  vale  of  gladness 

Wrapped  in  a  fragrant  bloom  ; 
A  gem  in  a  golden  setting 

Is  my  old  south  countv  home. 
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AFTER  THE  STORM. 
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E.     N.    tONG. 

VER  the  landscape  the  sunbeams  are  falling, 
The  birds  in  the  trees  are  singing  their  songs ; 

Far  up  in  the  azure,  the  lark  is  heard  calling. 
While  the  noise  of  the  brook  as  it  rushes  along, 

Joins  in  the  refrain  with  the  song  of  the  birds. 

And  all  render  glad  praises,  eloquent  as  words. 

On  the'  boughs  of  the  trees,  hang  bead-drops  of  glory, 
Enriching  the  scene  with  diamonds  so  rare ; 

While  all  nature  combines  to  chant  the  same  story ; 
And  jewels  and  rubies  so  brilliant  and  fair 

Are  flashing  with  ecstasy  their  tribute  to  bring, 

And  ofifer  sweet  incense  to  the  Goddess  of  Spring. 

The  rainbow,  in  fair  colors,  now  spans  the  dark  cloud. 
Which  hangs  like  a  pall  over  lands  far  away. 

And  weaves  a  bright  garment  from  the  web  of  a  shroud, 
From  the  darkness  of  night  into  brightness  of  day ; 

Still  both  brightness  of  bow  and  darkness  of  cloud  raise 

To  the  God  of  all  glory,  the  same  tribute  of  praise. 

Down  the  long  lane,  with  her  milk  pails  all  shining, 
Singing  sweet  songs  with  their  well  chosen  words. 

Trips  a  fair  maiden  when  the  day  is  declining. 
Mingling  her  melodies  with  the  song  of  the  birds. 

We  join  in  the  chorus  of  the  maiden's  sweet  song, 

And  with  voices  of  rapture  waft  the  praises  along. 

Over  the  hills  and  plains,  in  a  land  far  away, 

Our  loved  ones  are  singing  their  beautiful  strain ; 

The  storms  are  all  over,  and  the  brightness  of  day, 
In  sunbeams  of  glory,  are  lighting  the  plain  ; 

For  out  of  the  darkness  He  has  bidden  lis  rise 

From  the  temptest  of  earth  to  the  calm  of  the  skies. 
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FALLING  LEAVES. 


MARY    A.    PRICE. 


B 


S  we  view  the  leaves  falling  one  b)'  one, 

It  reminds  us  our  lives,  too,  will  soon  be  done 
As  the  leaves  do  fade  and  wither  and  fall, 
So,  one  by  one,  death  claims  us  all. 


In  springtime,  ihe  leaves  their  beauty  unfold, 
To  enliven  summer,  but  their  story  is  soon  told; 
In  autumn  they  fade,  and,  one  by  one. 
Fall  to  the  ground,  their  short  lives  done. 

Gazing  on  the  fallen  leaves,  they  seem  to  say, 
""You,  like  us,  must  moulder  awa}' ; 
Our  end  is  to  enrich  the  ground  where  we  lie. 
But  you  have  a  soul  that  will  never  die." 

Fulfill  then  your  mission  and  do  not  despair, 

For  you,  in  a  land  so  blooming  and  fair. 

Stands  the  Tree  of  Life  by.  the  River  of  Light, 

Whose  leaves  never  fade,  but  are  ever  fresh  and  bright. 
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NATURE'S  COMFORTS. 


1H 


MAGGIE   BEUtAH   GORDON. 

E  who  loves  not  beautiful  nature, 

Has  irrach  more  sorrow  to  bear. 

Than  he  who  finds  songs  in  the  rippling  streams 

And  books  in  the  daisies  fair. 

Where  is  he  who  cannot  find  joy 
In  the  stars  when  his  heart  is  sad 
And  who  does  not  enjoy  the  moonlight? 
E'en  though  he  is  gay  and  glad. 

Does  not  the  rain's  soft  patter 
Bring  back  sweet  memories  of  home, 
Ye  boys  and  girls  who  have  left  it 
This  selfish,  sad  world  to  roam? 

I  have  learned  to  study  nattire, 

As  I  work  and  as  I  play, 

'Tis  the  key  to  Earth's  Garden  of  Eden, 

And  to  happiness,  the  way. 

Though  many  miles  divide  me, 
From  the  home  and  friends  I  love, 
I  know  the  same,  sweet  stars  are  shining 
And  the  same  Heaven  is  above; 

The  same  glorious  sun  is  shedding  its  rays, 
On  blissful  scenes  back  there, 
And  I  know  the  same  grand  Master  reigns, 
For  God  is  everywhere. 
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LONGING  FOR  THE  OLD  HOME. 


EMMA    KNOCHE. 


% 


ISTEN  to  the  sweet  bells  ringing 

O'er  the  distant  hills ; 
Brings  me  back  to-days  of  childhood, 

And  my  heart  with  longing  fills. 

How  well  I  do  remember 

When  I  bid  them  all  goodbye, , 
And  the  bells  were  sweetly  ring'mg. 

As  I  left,  a  bride,  that  day  ! 

Long  years  have  passed  since  then, 
And  many  things  have  changed  ; 

But  the  bells  ring  just  as  sweetly 
As  when  I  went  away. 

Ring  out,  sweet  bells,  and  send  your  chimes 

O'er  hill  and  down  the  dell ; 
For  you  speak  to  me  of  happy  days 

In  the  home  I  loved  so  well. 
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THE  GRAVE  OF  NELL. 


M 


JOHN    JAMES. 

ilEN  the  mellow  day  is  closing 
And  the  svui  sinks  in  the  west, 

When  the  stars  begin  to  twinkle  in  the  sky, 
Then  my  thoughts  are  turning  fondly 
To  the  one  I  loved  the  best. 

And  I  love  to  think  again  my  Nell  is  nigh. 

Then  a  footfall  comes  beside  me, 
And  her  form  stands  by  my  chair, 

And  her  gentle  breath  seems  wafted  to  my  cheek, 
Then  my  hand  steals  out  behind  me, 
But  I  find  she  is  not  there, 

'Tis  the  spirit  of  her  form  I  fain  would  seek. 

In  the  summer  evening's  glow, 
Or  in  winter's  frost  and  snow, 

Oft  I  wander  to  the  grave  I  know  so  well, 
And  I  breathe  a  silent  prayer 
For  the  loved  one  resting  there, 

And  I  scatter  flowers  upon  the  grave  of  Nell. 

After  Nell  became  my  darling, 
Soon  I  wandered  from  her  side. 

And  in  folly  soon  I  squandered  all  her  wealth  ; 
But  although  so  soon  neglected. 
Yet  her  love  beat  down  her  pride, 

And  she  rescued  me  from  hunger  and  from  self. 

But  my  darling's  heart  was  broken, 
And  her  spirit  soon  removed 

To  the  land  above  where  all  is  peace  and  light. 
Then  too  sooji  I  lost  the  treasure 
Of  her  love  so  tried  and  proved. 

As  they  bore  the  form  of  Nellie  from  mv  sight. 
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A  LETTER  TO  MOTHER. 


2) 


ARTHUR  R.    SIAS. 

EAR  Mamma: 

Your  postal  I  received, 

A  day  or  two  ago ; 
And  so  I  thought  I'd  write  to  you, 

A  letter,  don't  yer  know. 

The  folks  up  here  are  now  all  well ; 

One  chicken,  though  is  dead ; 
And  Charlie,  too,  is  out  of  work, 

And  we've  but  one  slice  of  bread. 

But  we've  'bout  a  dozen  doughnuts. 
They  are  swell  ones,  don't  yer  know ; 

They  taste  like  Charlie  made  them. 
A  year  or  two  ago. 

The  rest  have  just  been  writing. 
So  I  thought  that  I'd  write  too; 

'Cause  I  didn't  know  of  better  friends 
Than  just  myself  and  yon. 

'Tis  now  'bout  time  to  go  to  bed, 
So  I'll  have  to  close  this  script ; 

And  papa  just  now  said  to  me 
That  what  I  wrote,  I  ivrit. 

However,  you  can  write  to  me, 
And  tell  me  when  you're  coming; 

And  by  and  by,  when  you  get  home. 
You'll  find  us  all  a  bumming. 
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BY  AND  BY  LAND. 


EVLYN  BURRILL   HOXIE. 


z 


HERE'S  a  wonderful  land,  that  we  talk  about; 

In  our  leisure  moments,  we  sigh, 
And  tell  of  the  things  we  are  going  to  do, 

"Some  day,"  "before  long,"  "by  and  by." 

There  are  deeds  of  goodness,  we  want  to  do, 
And  reform  we  are  going  to-  make, 

"But  not  now,"  "not  today,"  "Oh !  no," 
Not  'til  we've  more  time  to  fake. 

And  in  fancy  we  look  toward  "By  and  By"  Land, 

With  its  silvery,  laughing  rills. 
And  singing  birds  in  sun-kissed  vales. 

And  shadowy,  purple  hills. 

But  the  road  is  crooked  to  "By  and  By"  Land, 

The  crookedest  under  the  sun, 
'Tis  covered  with  promises  never  kept. 

And  deeds  that  were  never  done. 

Its  harbor  is  full  of  skeleton  ships, 

With  cargoes  of  broken  hopes  ; 
And  vanished  dreams  lie  all  among 

The  scattered  sails  and  ropes. 

"By  and  By"  Land  was  never  reached. 
By  mortal  yet,  and  'twill  never  be ; 

'Tis  farther  away  than  the  farthest  place, 
And  its  shores  we  shall  never  see. 

And  ever  we  dream  of  treasures  ahead, 

And  fritter  the  hours  away; 
Regardless  of  good  things  at  hand, 

And  of  what  is  our  own  today. 
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VOICE  OF  THE  SOUL. 


MRS.     M.     E.    ROBERTSON. 


^ 


ELL  me,  my  secret  soul, 

Oil !  Lell  me,  Hope  and  Faith, 

Is  there  no  resting  place 

From  sorrow,  sin  and  death? 


Is  there  no  happier  spot 

Where  mortals  may  be  blessed, 

Where  grief  may  find  a  balm, 
And  weariness  a  rest  ? 

Faith,  Hope  and  Love, 

Best  boons  to  mortals  given, 
Waved  their  bright  wings,  and  whispered- 

"Yes,  in  Heaven." 
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JUST   BE  GOOD. 


]H 


MERRILL  ARTHUR   YOTHERS. 

OW  will  the  joys  of  life,"  the  Ages  ask, 

And  through  the  boundlessness  of  time,  they  make  reply. 

Age  answers  age,  and  on  the  echoes  fly. 

Wearing  no  oracular  dress  nor  mask ; 

But  answering  in  the  lives  of  gi-eatest  men. 

In  purest,  noblest  types  of  womanhood ; 

And  this  the  answer  (know  it  then), 

And  it  shall  aid  you:     "J^ist  be  good." 
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A  SUMMER  IDOU 


C.    G.    F.   GORDON. 


LOVE  to  think  of  you,  dear  one, 

I  love  the  ground  you  stood  on ; 
I  love  to  linger  where  you've  been, 
I  love  in  vain,  for  you  have  gone. 

I've  traversed  o'er  the  walks  you  took^ 
I've  carried,  as  you  did,  a  book, 
But  as  I  read  alone,  forsaken, 
Wondered  if  my  heart  you've  taken. 

In  vain  I  wonder  where  you  are. 
In  vain  my  heart  goes  to  you  far^ 
In  vain  I  struggle  not  to  think, 
In  vain  I  find  it  at  the  brink. 

Why  dream  of  things  that  might  have  been? 
Why  cleave  to  hours  so  pleasant  past? 
What  e'er  our  joy,  it  soon  will  fade,. 
For  joy  like  ours  can  never  last. 

Since  you  have  gone,  'tis  better  so,. 
So  do  we  reap,  so  did  we  sow, 
So  as. we  sow,  so  must  we  reap,. 
So  as  we  smile,  so  after  weep. 
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NONE  BUT  THE  BLESSED  ONES. 


MISS   AMElvIA   DEAKER. 


IT 


N  the  Book  of  Jesus  so  pure  and  white, 
None  but  the  Blessed  One's  name  He  will  presume  to  write ; 
And  those,  who  their  names,  in  love  to  Him  have  given, 
Will  direct  the  way  .of  other  lives  to  Heaven. 

So  may  our  lives  be  happy, 

And  may  our  lives  be  blest, 

In  this  beautiful  world  where  Jesus  lives. 

Till  He  calls  us  Home  to  rest. 
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WHAT  IS  LIFE. 


M 


CALISTA  C.   GORDON. 

HAT  is  life?"  I  asked  a  beautiful  child, 
Playing  with  bubbles ;  she  gayly  smiled, 
As  she  tossed  in  the  air  the  bubbles  gay, 
And  watched  them  burst  and  vanish  away. 
"This  is  life!"  she  gave  reply. 
And  turned  to  her  bubbles :  I  passed  her  by, 

And  said,  "What  is  life?"  to  a  youth  intent, 
As  he  hurried  by  on  pleasure  bent, 
With  tackle  and  line — he  answered  thus : 
"Life  is  a  mixture  of  hurry  and  fuss 
And  pleasure ;  but  I  must  be  going  ahead  ! 
The  boys  are  waiting,"  and  on  he  sped. 

The  next,  a  maiden,  so  lovely  and  fair, 
.With  the  glint  of  the  sun  on  her  golden  hair, 
Her  bright  blue  eyes  and  rose  petal  check. 
Told  of  the  love  her  heart  would  speak. 
"What  is  life?"  said  she,  "it's  one  glorious  song. 
And  I  trill  its  notes  the  whole  day  long." 

And  then,  "What  is  life?"  I  asked  old  age, 
Who  in  life's  great  book  had  read  each  page. 
A  Heavenly  light  o'er  her  features  spread. 
As,  smiling,  she  looked  at  me  and  said, 
"Life  is  love,  mostly  love :  we  can  make  it  so. 
Casting  out  evil,  hatred  and  sorrow's  woe !" 

And  so  this  way  I  learned  the  truth. 

From  the  child,  the  maid,  old  age  and  youtli. 

That  life  holds  much  of  good  and  cheer, 

If  we  but  cast  out  the  sad  and  drear. 

Then  sing  with  the  maiden  and  laugh  with  the  boy, 

That  life  mav  contain  for  vou  gladness  and  joy. 
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THE   MISSISSIPPI   RHER. 


J.    M.    GIBSON. 

Si  GOD  upon  ihe  lull  and  gazed  below 

At  the  great  river  murmuring  in  its  might, 

With  its  grand  voice  so  solemn  and  so  slow, 

While  to  the  west  the  Sun-God  took  his  hight ; 

Thro'  rosy  clouds  that  blushed  for  coming  night, 

Which  soon  with  shadowy  fold  on  fold 

Will  wrap  the  hills  until  the  pleasant  light. 

Of  the  lovely  moon,  with  features  proud  and  cold. 

Earth  in  one  splendid  trance  of  lustrous  calm  shall  hold. 

Oh !  river  rushing  to  thy  distaiit  sea, 

So  fiercely  grand,  vvbile  striving  against  the  sands 

And  hidden  rocks,  in  noble  majesty 

Glancing  the  shores  of  weird  and  curious  lands, 

By  beauteous  towns  erect  by  human  hands. 

In  one  strong  effort  ever  to  be  free. 

Till  in  the  South  thy  gloomy  mass  disbands, 

Where  mother  ocean  v.aits  in  pride  for  thee. 

Oh !  tributary  gieat  in  all  eternity. 

How  like  art  thou  unto  the  noisy  stream 

Of  human  life,  pulsating  ever  on 

With  murmurous  v/aves  in  one  unbroken  dream 

Since  time  first  tapestried  the  sky  with  dawn ; 

And  darkness  was  from  placid  earth  withdrawn; 

There  perfect  man  in  naked  beauty  strode. 

In  Paradise.    Thus  starting,  man  has  gone 

Like  your  dark  waves  with  their  alluvial  load, 

Down  with  his  heavv  sins  unto  death's  dark  abode. 


246  GEMS     OF     POESY 


ANTI-LYNCH  POEM. 
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J.  B.   HANDKE. 

F  our  beloved  Abe  Lincoln, 

Could  only  reappear 

And  read  the  thoughts  and  doings, 

We  from  his  Hps  would  hear: 

"Stop  that  cruel  lynching 

Or  burning  at  the  stake, 

Do  every  criminal  justice, 

The  law  its  course  must  take." 

"See  that  they  do  him  justice," 

Were  the  words  of  William  McKinley, 

When  he  spoke  of  his  assassin. 

When  he  on  his  death-bed  lay, 

Oh !  were  these  words  not  precious  ? 

More  precious  far  than  gold? 

Such  are  the  words  of  men, 

That  do  the  law  uphold. 

How  cruel  if  we  trod. 
Upon  our  nation's  flag. 
More  cruel  if  a  mob  of  men 
From  justice  a  prisoner  drag! 
Don't  break  the  laws  of  God, 
Don't  join  the  devil's  clan; 
Give  every  criminal  justice. 
And  obev  the  laws  of  man. 
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UNTIMELY. 


HATTIE   W.   SEYDEL. 


S 


AID  Life  to  Morn,  "An  infant  blossom  I  will  ripen 

To  crown  the  measure  of  this  perfect  day." 
And  so  the  bud  matured  in  wond'rous  beauty 
Ere  yet  its  time  of  infancy  was  scarce  begun. 
Thus  changed  was  childhood's  joy  into  stern  duty, 
So  that  when  night  fell,  Life's  short  race  was  run. 
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GUIDE  THOU  ME. 


MARY  P.    H.   MOSBY. 


f 


ATHER,  leave  me  not  to  mysell", 
I  would  not  go  my  way  alone : 

Guide  Ihou  rne. 
No,  too  frail  and  weak  I  am, 
Too  full  of  worldly  erring; 

I  would  keep  beside  Thee. 

Close  under  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 
Away  from  the  glare  of  the  world, 

Its  turmoil  and  sin. 
In  the  beautiful  narrow  way, 
That  leads  to  the  Temple  of  Thy  Love, 

Guide  Thou  me  in. 

No  !  I  would  not  go  on  my  v»^ay  alone — 
Not  even  in  flowery  paths,  where  sunshine 

Tinges  the  way ; 
Nor  where  silvery  streams  of  moonlight 
Tips  the  mountain  tops,  and  in  the  valleys  lay 

In  the  quiet  hours  of  the  night  watch, 
I  feel  for  Thy  Presence  ;  mv  spirit 

Yearns  and  looks  for  Thee, 
Through  the  mist  of  a  gloomy  life. 
Out  into  a  lovelier,  sunny  clime. 

Thou  leadest  me. 


Ay,  Father,  I  need  to  walk  close  with  Thee, 
That  I  may  hear  the  whisperings  of  Thy  Voice, 

Fall  on  my  soul ; 
That  I  may  keep  the  statutes  of  Thy  Love, 
That  I  may  follow  the  Master's  call. 

And  keep  within  the  fold. 
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EVANGELINE 


R.  WALTER  RUTTER. 


E 


VANGELINE!  thy  soft  eyes  gleam, 
i^ike  the  starhght  sheen,  Evangeline, 
With  thee  to  stroll  by  sylvan  stream. 
Mid  murmuring  forests,  ever  green ! 

Chorus : 


Evangeline,  Evangeline,  immortal  one,  Evangeline! 

Thy  heart  with  purest  love  doth  teem ; 

Fair  as.  a  summer's  golden  beam ; 

Pure  as  a  lily,  tall,  serene, 

Evangeline,  Acadia's  Queen, 

Acadia's  Queen,  Evangeline. 

Thy  love  I  crave,  Evangeline ; 
Ethereal  heart  may  we  ne'er  part ! 
Fpre'er  with  thee  on  Acadia's  shore. 
Evangeline,  I  ask  no  more ! 
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TRUE  UNTIL  DEATH. 


ADE1,AIDE    NESBIT. 


XL 


HE  golden  sun  was  slowly  sinking' 

O'er  the  hill-tops, far  away; 
Filling  all  the  land  with  beauty, 

At  the  close  of  one  sad  day; 
And  its  last  rays  through  the  window, 

Beamed  upon  a  vision  there, 
Of  two  sad,  grief  stricken  lovers 

Standing  in  the  twilight  fair. 

Chorus-: 

Oh !  how  sad  to  part  forever, 

From  the  friends  we  love  so  well ! 
Of  the  sad,  heart-rending  sorrow, 

None,  but  those  who  know,  can  tell. 
Loving-  words  at  parting  spoken 

Will  be  cherished  for  years ; 
But  piercing  words  in  anger  spoken, 

Are  remembered  with  bitter  tears. 

''Must  we  part  tonight  forever," 

The  maiden  sad  replied ; 
"When  to  you  I  have  been  faithful, 

And  for  you,  I  would  have  died?"    - 
But  he  said,  ''  'Tis  best  we  part,  love. 

For  another  claims  your  heart." 
At  those  cruel  words  he  uttered, 

The  maiden's  tears  unbidden  start. 

Then  he  left  her  thus  in  anger, 

She  who  had  been  to  him  so  true; 
But  he  heard  she  loved  another, 

And  he  believed  those  words  were  true. 
And  she  perished  like  the  rosebud, 

Plucked  from  off  the  shrub  so  fair. 
And  next  morning  in  death  they  found  her 

Lying  cold  and  silent  there. 
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THE  LITTLE  URCHIN. 


MRS.   MAUDE  tEVECK. 


Z 


WAS  on  a  cold  December  night,  ■ 

The  snow  was  falling  fast, 
The  house  within  was  warm  and  bright. 

How  we  merry  children  laughed ! 
Then  there  came  a  knock  at  the  door, 

"Oh!  mamma,  who  can  it  be. 
Out  in  the  cold  and  stormy  night? 

Do  quickly  go  and  see!" 

Then  softly  the  door  was  opened. 

And  there  before  us  stood, 
A  little  urchin  thinly  clad, 

Begging  for  shelter  and  food; 
"Come  in,"  was  the  soft  reply, 

Then  his  story  to  us  he  told, 
How  his  father  had  left  his  mother  to  die. 

In  an  attic  bare  and  cold. 

On  our  little  bed  he  soon  lay  asleep: 
But  his  eyes  were  opened  anon, 

And  a  burning  fever  spread  its  flush. 
His  cheeks  and  brow  upon. 

Then  he  softly  murmured  a  little  prayer, 

And  said,  "I'm  going  to  see 
My  dear  mamma,  in  the  beautiful  sky, 

She  is  waiting  there  for  me; 
Watching  up  there  with  the  angels, 

For  her  lonely  little  child." 
As  his  last  breath  went,  he  feebly  waved 

His  hand  at  us  and  smiled. 
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TAKE   IT,  MY  DARLING,   MY  DARLING. 


DORA    I.    SMITH. 


XL 


AKE  it,  my  darling,  my  darling, 

Take  all  you  have  left  me  to  give, 
You  who  shrink  from  the  jar  of  complaining. 

Take  silence  while  still  I  must  live. 

The  old  dreams  lie  shattered  around  me, 

Shattered,  and  covered  with  dust, 
Closely  beside  them  are  resting, 

The  ashes  of  hope  and  trust. 

Take  the  sad  smile  that  I  gave  them. 
As  I  choose  from  the  red  autumn  leaves. 

To  heap  o'er  the  grave  that  is  nameless. 

While  the  low  wind  sobs  'round  me  and  grieves. 

Take  the  brave  glance  that  is  tearless ; 

Take  the  calm  accents  that  say, 
"Better  than  turmoil  of  Summer, 

The  quiet  of  Autumn's  gray  day." 

See !  I  gather  the  pale  blossoms  near  me. 

Content,  while  it  must  be,  to  live. 
Take  the  patience  of  love,  O,  my  darling! 

Take  all  you  have  left  me  to  give. , 
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THE    ANSWER. 


LULU   C.   BAKER. 


M 


HEN  you  can  strike  the  magic  untouched  chord 
That  in  my  heart  awakes  the  answering  cry, 

When  you  grow  larger  to  my  soul  and  life 

Than  all  my  world,  than  earth  and  sea  and  sky : 

When,  having  soared  to  dizzy  heights  for  truth, 
With  voice  my  silent  crowding  thoughts  you  bless, 

When  I  shall  need  you,  feeling,  knowing  life 
But  empty,  incomplete  without  you — yes. 
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OH !  THE  HEART  IS  AT  ITS  BEST,  LOVE. 


ETTA   WHITSTONE. 


® 


H !  the  heart  is  at  its  best,  love, 
When  I  whisper,  sweet  to  you, 

Will  you  meet  me,  dearest  loved  one, 
In  the  falling  of  the  dew? 

Love,  true  love  is  sent  from  Heaven, 
Like  the  birds  that  upward  fly; 

If  we  harmed,  then  ever  upward; 
But  if  wounded,  downward  fly. 

So,  my  love,  if  ever  upward. 
My  poor  passions  e'er  may  rise. 

If  I  fail  to  flutter  upward. 

They  must  perish  soon  and  die. 

Dearest  Love,  then  will  you  tell  me. 
If  I'll  soar  toward  Heaven's  blue? 

I  am  waiting  for  my  answer, 
Waiting  in  the  falling  dew. 
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MY  EASTER  HYMN. 
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ULIA  SHIPMAN  TROMBLEB. 

EAR  the  dawn  of  the  Easter  mornings, 
My  soul  was  looking  for  light; 

But  no  peace  came  to  my  troubled  life, 
No  dawn  to  my  weary  night, 

And  I  bore  the  calm  of  a  hopeless  grief, 

And  felt  in  my  soul  there  was  no  relief. 

When  slumber  at  last  came  o'er  me, 

My  troubled  soul  to  rest, 
I  dreamed  at  last  I  had  comfort  found 

On  the  Blessed  Saviour's  breast, 
And  His  face  bent  low  and  touched  my  own, 
And  a  peace  was  mine  I  had  never  known. 

He  lifted  the  veil  from  my  troubled  eyes, 
Then  the  Easter  dawn  was  clear, 

The  beauty  of  His  glorious  face, 
Had  cast  away  all  fear; 

And  I  found  complete  my  Easter  rest. 

From  the  time  I  leaned  on  Jesus'  Breast. 
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SAILORS   OF   THE   MAINE. 


H 


WM.    C.    AUSTIN. 

S  the  splendor  of  the  sunset  faded 

From  the  mountain,  stream  and  lea, 
And  the  twilight  shadows  deepening. 

Cast  a  gloom  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Gay  of  heart  with  thoughts  flown  homeward, 

P'ive  hundred  sailors  lay 
In  their  hammocks  rocked  by  the  gentle  breezes. 

That  awoke  the  calm  waters  of  the  bay. 

Chorus : 
Sailors  of  the  Maine  who  lie  dreaming. 

Of  your  loved  ones  on  the  shore. 
Ne'er  again  you  will  clasp  them, 

Your  earthly  voyage  is  o'er ! 
May  you  rest  in  peace  forever, 

Martyred  heroes  of  a  land  so  free ! 
With  your  lives  and  d^^ar  heart's  blood, 

You  made  way  for  another's  liberty. 

Like  a  star  that  falls  from  'mid  other  worlds, 

From  the  midnight's  moonlit  sky. 
Like  a  bolt  upon  the  angry  heavens. 

When  the  noontide's  sun  is  high, 
There  came  a  dreadful  explosion 

That  echoed  o'er  city  and  bay, 
And  sank  the  good  ship  with  her  noble  crew. 

In  Havana's  harbor  away. 

Some  are  sleeping  on  the  hillside, 

Wl\ere  it  slopes  toward  the  sea. 
Where  fragrant  flowers  bloom  each  spring, 

'Neath  the  palms  that  v/ere  so  free. 
Others  slumber  in  the  waters, 

Undisturbed  by  the  ocean's  storm, 
They  sleep  their  last  sleep  where  no  one  may  weep. 

For  the  dark  waters  encircle  their  forms. 


GEMSOF    POESY  '  257 


O,  SILENT   NIGHT! 


m 


ROXANA. 

OT  all  the  morning's  budding  glow, 
Nor  yet  the  noon-tide's  full  blown  light, 

Can  touch  and  thrill  the  soul  as  thou, 
O,  silent  night !    O,  silent  niglit ! 

Amid  thy  shades  seem  spirit  forms 
To  move  and  whisper,  softly,  low ; 

And  strains  that  only  souls  may  hear, 
Upon  the  breezes  come  and  go. 

We  gaze  above,  and  Oh !  it  seems 
As  if  each  sparkling,  gleaming  star 

Were  but  a  window  where  the  light 

Streams  through  from  shining  realms  afar. 

Infinitude,  in  all  its  breadth. 

In  all  its  boundless  range  of  height. 

Seems  there  to  stretch  away,  away, 
In  endless  reach  beyond  cur  sight. 

Above  the  lofty  depths  of  sky. 

On  wings  of  thought  we  soar  away. 

To  realms  upon  whose  ether  light 
No  grosser  wings  will  ever  play. 

In  vain  we  strive  to  compass  all 
That  is  and  was  and  yet  shall  be. 

We  know  full  well  our  visions  weak 
But  glimmers  of  the  glory  see. 

And  thus  inspired  with  lofty  awe, 
Our  souls  amid  thy  gems  of  light, 

We  drink  thy  wondrous  beauty  in, 
O,  silent  night !    O,  silent  night ! 
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FAREWELL. 


SCOTTIE   M.   ELLISON. 

AREWELL !  my  love,  my  life,  my  every  thought ! 

When  on  Life's  stormy  sea  I'm  tossed, 
And  raging  billows  round  me  sweep, 
My  thoughts,  my  love,  will  be  of  thee. 

Ah,  me !  If  you  could  only  look, 

Into  this  heart  of  misery  and  woe. 

And  read  my  inner  soul, 

You  would  know  without'  one  word  from  me. 

The  passion  I  have  there  for  thee. 

How  can  I  live  this  life  of  pain? 
Had  I  but  known  what  life  would  be, 
I'd  prayed  the  life  I  cherished  so 
To  be  wafted  to  the  Great  Beyond 
To  dwell  in  peace  forevermore. 

This  agony,  this  deep  regret,  . 
That  thus  our  lives  should  be ! 
Would  that  we  had  never  met, 
Since  fate  has  dealt  so  cruelly  ! 

One  kiss  from  you,  one  warm  embrace. 
Would  i)anish  all  my  pain  ; 
But  I  must  live  my  life  apart, 
My  soul  cries  out  in  vain. 
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THE  PRICE  OF  FAME. 


MRS.    ROS.\    M.    KINDER. 


z 


HOU,  who  hast  climbed  to  Fame's  high  mountain  tops. 

And  looked  adown  the  vistas  of  the  years, 

What  see'st  there,  that  doth  cause  thy  brow. 

This  sad,  grieving  look  to  wear? 

The  path  by  which  thou  didst  climb 

Was  fraught  with  danger,  rugged,  wild, 

And  oft  thy  trembling  hands  didst  almost  fail  to  grasp' 

The  ladder's  shining  round  above  thy  head. 

Where  hiuig  the  wreath  of  Bay ; 

And  thou  did'st  grieve  like  a  spoiled  child. 

Now  thou  dost  stand  alone,  none  above  thee ; 

The  wreath  of  Bay  thy  forehead  crowns ; 

Thou  art  not  bound  by  any  ties,  but  free ; 

Thou  dost  look  down  and  see  a  little  child 

At  play  in  innocence  and  glee, 

And  seest  then  the  price  of  fame. 

Love  came  to  thee  one  fair,  sweet  day. 

And  thou  didst  wave  him  o-fif. 

"Stand  aside !"  thou  spokest  in  scornful  way ; 

"I  have  no  time  with  thy  sweet  foolishness  to  play."' 

Now  alone,  with  Fame's  empty,  golden  ball 
Pleld  tightly  in  thy  clasp. 
Thou  must  be  content,  forevermore  to  dwell 
Without  the  charm  of  Love's  sweet  spell ; 
For  thou  didst  slight  him  as  he  passed ; 
The  golden  flagon  was  held  unto  thy  lips. 
And  of  its  sparkling  nectar  thou  didst  not  sip. 
Why  vain  regrets  and  grieving  now? 
Thou  hast  what  thou  didst  live  fnr ! 
Its  symbol  rests  upon  thv  Ijrovv.    " 
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THE  FLOWER  OF  PERFECTION. 


JOHN   DfiNTON. 

^^^HE  world  is  growing  better  as  we  see  from  year  to  year, 
Vi^      And  the  Flower  of  Perfection  in  our  race  will  soon  appear. 
We  see  it  in  all  Nature,  save  alone  in  human-kind ; 
But  it's  coming,  coming,  coming ;  it  is  but  a  pace  behind. 

It  is  budding  by  the  way-side,  it  is  budding  everywhere. 
And  soon  the  perfect  bloom  will  give  its  fragrance  to  the  air. 
Oh !  the  beauty  and  the  grandeur  of  perfected  human  kind ! 
It  is  coming,  coming,  coming,  I  would  have  you  bear  in  mind. 

Now  then  every  man  and  woman  must  help  to  make  the  bloom, 
To  reap  the  joy  and  glory ;  we  can't  begin  too  soon. 
The  sooner  we're  perfected  and  are  free  from  error's  ways. 
The  longer,  brighter,  sweeter,  will  be  our  earthly  days. 

It's  coming,  coming,  coming, — the  glory  of  our  race. 

The  Flower  of  Perfection,  the  world  to  biess  and  grace. 

For  we  are  growing  wiser,  and  our  faults  will  soon  give  way, 

And  let  the  crowning  virtues  o'er  our  hearts  and  minds  have  sway. 

We  no  longer  will  be  gluttons,  nor  destroy  ourselves  with  drink; 
We   will  keep  our  minds  and  bodies   pure,   so  we  can  work  and 

think. 
We'll  use  our  God-like  powers  our  souls  to  elevate. 
And  make  a  heaven  here  on  earth,  and  live  in  grand  estate. 

It's  coming,  coming,  coming,  no  one  with  sense  can  doubt; 
Now  let  us  all  our  duty  do  to  bring  that  state  about. 
Let  every  man  and  woman  act  a  truly  noble  part, 
And  be  like  God  and  angels  in  spirit,  soul  and  heart. 

Then  will  all  old  things  pass  away,  and  all  things  be  anew. 
When  we  to  God,  each  other,  and  to  ourselves  are  true. 
And  Oh,  how  joyful  life  will  be  to  every  living  soul, 
When  all,  as  one,  unite,  and  live,  and  labor  for  the  whole ! 

Then  will  the  noble  purpose  of  our  lives  be  realized, 
And  at  our  new  condition,  we  will  all  be  much  surprised ; 
For  the  earth  will  grow  in  beauty  'till  a  paradise  it  be, 
And  we,  from  everv  evil,  will  all  be  truly  free. 
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THE  DYING  SOLDIER  BOY. 


JOHN   BREEZE. 

/^^N  a  blood-washed  battlefield,  a  soldier  dying  lay; 

\ii/  He  was  thinking  of  his  sweetheart  so  many  miles  away; 

As  his  comrades  gathered  'round  him,  from  his  breast,  with  tender 

care, 
He  drew  a  blood-stained  photograph  of  a  girl  with  golden  hair, 
Saying,  "Take  this  picture  to  my  sweetheart;  tell  her  that  I've  gone 

to  rest. 
With  the  corner  of  her  photo  deeply  buried  in  my  breast." 
At  reveille  call  that  evening,  he  failed  to  answer  to  his  name, 
And  one  more  link  was  added  to  memory's  golden  chain. 

In  a  cottage  far  away,  on  a  sun-kissed  western  plain, 

A  fair-}-oung  maiden  waits  to  greet  her  soldier  boy  again ; 

As  she  knelt  in  prayer,  one  evening,  her  soldier's  life  to  save. 

The  postman  on  his  daily  round,  a  letter  to  her  gave. 

Saying,  "Here  is  sad  news  for  you,  Maggie ;  your  sweetheart  has 

gone  to  rest, 
With  the  corner  of  your  photo  buried  in  his  breast." 
She  is  broken  hearted  now,  for  they  ne'er  will  meet  again, 
'Till  the  reveille  call  in  Heaven,  when  they  answer  to  their  names. 
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GREETING. 


AMY    BOWENE    BARTINE. 


flft 


ASSIVE  and  gi'and,  on  a  fair  vernal  day, 
Ploughs  Lackawanna  across  tlie  green  bay, 
With  her  burden  of  life  to  the  land  o'er  the  way. 


Bearing  us  far  from  the  world's  crowded  aisles, 

Afar  from  its  wearisome,  frivolous  wdles, 

To  the  sweetest  of  homes — to  the  glad -land  of  smiles. 

Land,  genius  to  picture  thee  oft  may  have  striven, 
Ever  strive,  but  the  power  will  never  be  given, 
On  thee  is  reflected  the  beauty  of  Heaven. 

How  could  we  have  gone  from  thy  sheltering  hills, 

To  list  to  the  songs  of  less  musical  rills,- 

To  see  the  world's  sights  and  to  share  the  world's  ills  ? 

When  roaming  I  dreamed  of  thy  fragrant,    loved  heath, 
And  wept  for  the  boon  that  the  Wise  could  bequeath, 
To  wake  on  thy  turf  or  to  sleep  underneath. 

So  speed,  Lackaw^anna,  thou  canst  be  too  fast'. 
Take  me  on,  to  the  scene  of  the  redolent  past. 
Take  me  back  to  the  joy  that  was  too  great  to  last. 

Speed  on!  Friends  await  me  just  over  the  rise! 

Haste — hasten !     They've  long  heard  my  impatient  sighs, 
They  will  soon  greet  me  there  with  love's  tears  in  their  eyes. 

I  embrace  thee,  New  Jersey,  the  home  of  my  birth ! 

I  embrace  thee,  thou  jewel,  the  brightest  of  earth, 

And  ne'er  leave  thee  again  with  thine  unequaled  mirth. 
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LOSS! 


HATTIE    \V.    SEYDElv. 

DEAR,  dear  heart  was  mine  long  years  ago, 

But  Oh !  the  bitter  truth !  death  laid  it  low ; 

Since  then  the  joys  for  me  have  faded,  one  by  one, 

Leaving  me  lonely,  wishing  my  day  were  done. 

So  dear  a  prize,  the  world  could  never  hold. 
Such  treasure,  being  not  of  earthly  mold ; 
And  so,  would  I  regain  my  prize. 
My  soul  must  wing  its  way  to  yonder  skies. 

To  yonder  sky  where  life  immortal  greets  the  eye, 
Where  every  tear  is  dried,  and  stilled  our  every  sigh ; 
Where  we  will  meet  again,  and  there  behold  forever, 
The  glory  of  our  love  which  naught  again  can  sever. 
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THE  FROST  KING  AND  HIS  FAIRIES. 


® 


CORDINE    MILLElR. 

N  A  COLD,  bright  day  in  winter, 
When  the  snow  was  on  the  ground, 

King  Frost,  with  all  his  Fairies, 
Came  visiting  the  town." 

They  went  to  work  right  merrily, 

To  beautify  the  place, 
And  everywhere  the  windows 

They  draped  in  finest  lace. 

Such  lovely  fern-like  tracings. 
Pretty  leaved  designs  and  trees. 

And  scrolls  of  wondrous  beauty, 
And  flowers,  birds  and  bees. 

And  all  around  the  house  tops, 
Just  where  the  walls  begin ; 

They  hung  a  glitterino;  valance. 
Of  heavy  crystal  fringe. 

And  they  crystalized  the  water 
That  was  standing  by  the  well ; 

And  polished  it  like  silver. 

How  they  did  it,  who  can  tell? 

And  how  beautiful  the  garden — 

Like  a  fairyland,  indeed, 
Diamonds  glistened  in  the  tree  tops. 

Worth  a  fortune,  so  it  seemed. 

And  the  vines  and  shrubs  and  bushes 
Were  robed  in  silvered  leaves — 

Most  wonderful  the  garments 
The  Fairies  for  them  weaved. 

How  I  wish  that  I  could  picture 
The  sight  for  you  to  see ; 

So  full  of  wondrous  beauty, 
And  the  joy  it  gave  to  me! 
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The  vines  that  arched  our  doorway. 

And  against  our  windows  leaned, 
That  always,  in  the  summer, 

Stand  robed  in  lovely  green. 

On  this  cold  and  frosty  morning 

Had-  leaves  of  waxen  sheen. 
And,  instead  of  coral  berries, 

Diamonds  glittered  in  between. 

On  the  bushes  where  pink  roses 

Bloomed  in  the  month  of  June, 
Dainty  white  ones  neatly  frozen. 

Glistened  in  the  morning  sun.     . 

They  waved  their  wand  across  the  river, 

Where  rushing  by  our  house  it  goes ; 
And  the  waves,  without  a  quiver 

Went  to  sleep,  turned  to  ice,  you  know. 

And  soon  a  crowd  of  merry  children, 

Were  skating  gaily  down  the  stream, 
On  this  frozen,  sleeping  river ; 

It  was  like  a  fairy  dream. 

And  the  grand  old  mountains  yonder, 

Piled  as  high  as  they  could  be. 
With   these   sparkling,   frozen   diamonds — 

It  was  beautiful  to  see. 

It  made  for  me  a  lovely  picture, 

To  keep  forever  in  my  mind ; 
To  gaze  upon  when  troubled, 

And  sweet  inspiration  find. 

And  it  makes  me  think  of  Heaven, 

With  the  promised  streets  of  gold, 
That  we  read  of  in  the  Bible. 

Ah,  the  wonders  Heaven  must  hold ! 
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ASl'lR.VTIOX. 


XL 


O.     I,.     HARVEY. 

ri ROUGH  all  that  I  have  seen  or  knovs'n, 

The  Hght  of  truth  upon  me  shone ; 

Mv  soul  attempts  its  highest  Hight, 

(Jbedient  to  an  inward  light, 

Divinely  beautiful  appears 

Tlie  radiance  of  the  coming  years. 

I  climbed  the  heights,  yet  still  afar, 
There  shone  the  light  of  a  guiding  star; 
It's  radiant  beams  still  led  ine  on, 
Away,  away!     Alone,  Alone! 

O'er  ocean  billows,  deeply  blue, 

My  spirit  on  its  journey  flew  ; 

I  climbed  the  mountain  tops  and  saw 

A  universe  controlled  by  law ; 

I  heard  a  voice  within  me  say,' 

"These  laws  fail  not,  obey,  obey  I" 

I   found  a  Friend,   a  God-like  Man, 

Built  on  nature's  nol)lest  plan ; 

He  to  me  would  be  a  brother, 

Sticking  closer  than  another 

In  direst  want,  in  loneliness. 

In  sickness,  sorrow,  deej)  distress. 

He  would  ever  be  to  me 

True  as  steel  to  steel  could  be ; 

Alas,  at  heart,   I  only   found 

That  I  had  built  on  sinking  ground. 

"Turn  thou  away  from  earth,"  He  said, 

His  disciples  turned  and  fled ; 

"If  the  truth  shall  make  you  free, 

Turn  from  the  world  .and  follow  Me." 

Now  as  I  live  and  yet  shall  live, 

I  daily  say,  Forgive,  forgive." 
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A  PRAYER. 


i;d\v]n  1'"kank]jn. 


® 


LORD,  beneath  Whose  hand  we  move, 
-p     Thy  every  word  and  thought  is  love, 
Whose  hand  can  part  a  universe, 
And'arms  and  wars  and  fears  disperse; 
Forgive  us,  Lord,  we  beg  Thee  now, 
Wliile  in  submission  we  do  1x)w. 

O,  Lord,  Who  rules  supreme  on  high, 
Who  seeth  us  whether  w^e  live  or  die, 
Wlio  holds  the  storm  beneath  Thy  hand, 
And  planets  move  at  Thy  command  ; 
Forgive  us,  Lord,  we  beg  Thee  now. 
While  in  submission  we  do  bow. 

O,  Lord,  Who  knowethall  our  deeds. 
Who  seeth  and  heareth  all  our  needs. 
In  Whom  we  place  our  greatest  trust. 
And  beat  our  faces  in  the  dust; 
Forgive  us.  Lord,  we  beg  Thee  now. 
While  in  submission  we  do  bow. 

O  Lord,  Who  knoweth  everyone, 
Who  calls  us  when  our  race  is  run. 
And  taketh  us  to  answer  there, 
For  all  we've  been  doing  here; 
Forgive  us.  Lord,  we  beg  Thee  now. 
While  in  submission  ♦we  do  bow. 


s 
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MY  L,OST  LOVE. 

NELLIE   &  GEORGIA. 

EOWLY  now  the  bells  are  pealing, 
Solemnly  the  monks  are  kneeling, 
Borne  on  air,   a  saddened   feeling. 

Finds  my  heart. 
While  the  red  wine  I  am  drinking. 
And  of  old  times  I  am  thinking. 
Thoughts  which  love  and  hate  in  linking. 

Make  me  start. 

Years  roll  on,  and  I  am  walking 

Down  a  lane  and  softly  talking 

To  my  love — the  south  wind  mocking 

Love's  sweet  way. 
Moonlight  earthward  now  is  streaming ; 
On  her  golden  hair  is  gleaming, 
Soft  wind  whisp'ring,  my  love  seeming 

To  betray. 

Sweet-voiced  nuns  are  softly  singing; 
Down  the  aisle  the  dead  they're  bringing; 
Solemnly  the  bells  are  ringing — 

Funeral    bells. 
On  the  bier,  my  love  reposes, 
Mystic  Heaven  death  discloses, 
Casket  covered  o'er  with  roses, 

Mute  farewells — 

Years  have  ever  on  been  gliding 
Since  the  soft  breeze  gently  riding 
Wafted  me  the  mournful  tiding — 

Broken   heart ! 
O  my  heart  is  torn  and  bleeding ; 
Lost  love,  your  pure  soul  Fm  needing; 
Mine  the  wayward  path  is  speeding 

To  depart. 


H 
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A  SUGGESTION. 

JOHN    DENTON. 

LL  Nature's  efforts  center  in  her  plan 

To  make  a  perfect,  noble,  God-like  man ; 

But  man  ignores  his  nobler,  God-like  self, 

x\nd  gives  his  life  to  the  pursuit  of  peif. 
He  strives,  and  grabs,  to  gratify  his  greed, 
Regardless  of  his  brother's  crying  need ; 

And  thus  for  self  and  others  makes  A  hell. 

What  can  be  done  to  break  this  blighting  spell, 
And  cause  all  men  to  act  a  noble  part, 
And  be  like  God  in  spirit,  soul  and  -heart? 

Give  heed,  O  man,  and  I  will  clearly  show 
How  we  can  make  a  Heaven  here  below^- 

How  we  can  live  and  work  for  one  another, 

And  each  man  be  to  all  men  like  a  brother, 
And  be  like  gods  enjoying  heavenly  fruits, 
Instead  of  being  a  lot  of  wrangling  brutes. 

Instead  of  being  brutes  creating  hell. 

We  can  be  gods,  and  make  all  matters  well. 

Now^  who  does  not  desire  to  be  like  God, 

Instead  of  being  an  animated  clod? 

Who  does  not  want  to  sip  the  nectar  of  true  bliss 
Instead  of  living  in  a  state  of  strife  like  this? 

We've  but  to  act  like  noble,  God-like  men. 

And  peace  and  joy  will  be  our  portion  then. 

Now  let  us  cease  this  senseless,  beastly  strife. 
And  enter  on  a  nobler  mode  of  life ! 

Let  all  unite  and  work  in  harmony ; 

Give  all  our  rights,  and  all  be  truly  free — 
Be  free  from  Mammon's  blighting,  galling  chain ; 
Be  free  from  scorn,  contempt  and  deep  disdain; 

And  in  our  place  be  honored,  loved  and  praised, 

Until  we  are  to  hishest  Heaven  raised. 
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THE  ROSE  MOTHER  PLANTED. 


IVANELIvA    BOYD. 


H 


MONG  my  box  of  treasures  stored, 

There  lies  a  withered  rose. 
An  emblem  oijny  mother's  toil, 

On  our  old  farm  it  grows ; 
When  I  was  sick,  away  from  home, 

She  sent  a  bunch  to  me ; 
And  as  I  breathed  it's  fragrance  in 

It  seemed  to  strengthen  me. 

The  truth  is  more  than  I  can  bear, 

For  mother's  laid  to  rest. 
My  childhood's  home  has  burned  away, 

Since  I  have  come  out  west ; 
I  fancy  if  I  went  back  home, 

Ed  find  my  mother  there, 
But  all  the  trace  of  her  Fd  find 

Is  the  rose  she  planted  there. 

There  came  to-day  this  rose  to  me 

Which  made  the  tear-drops  start; 
For  all  the  past  it  doth  unfold, 

And  I  with  home  must  part; 
SoT  shall  keep  this  withered  rose 

In  memory  of  my  home; 
It  guides  my  steps  as  mother  taught, 

When  I  am  here  alone. 
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SUMMER  RAMBLINGS. 


^ 


MATTIE  JONES. 

TEEP  the  way  and  rough  and  thorny, 

Crumbhng  bank  and  sHmy  rock ; 
Spiders,  toads  and  lizards  nimble. 

Snakes,  perhaps,  my  nerves  to  shock. 
But  I  see  far,  far  above  me, 

Something  clear  twixt  earth  and  sky. 
Something  I've  for  days  been  seeking. 

Nature's  herald  of  July. 

Trumpet  creepers,  gorgeous,  glorious ; 

Bugle,  blowing  no  sad  blast ; 
Farmer's  flower,  bright  horn  of  plenty, 

I  must  have  and  hold  you  fast. 
I  must  reach  you,  crimson  cluster. 

Beauteous  friend  of  childhood's  day. 
Swaying,  nodding,  laughing,  tempting. 

Briar  and  brushwood,  please  give  way. 

Spider  bold,  I  beg  your  pardon  f 

I  have  torn  your  wheel  of  lace, 
Stayed  with  ropes,  long  drawn  and  silken. 

Snare  of  quaint  and  gauzy  grace. 
From  the  willow  bough  up  yonder, 

Clean  and  crisp  and  drenched  in  dew, 
E'er  the  thirsty  sunbeams  wakened, 

Or  some  gentle  breezes  blew. 

I  have  captured  you,  my  beauties; 

Arc  you  sorry,  are  you  sad  ? 
Did  you  bloom  for  bird  and  insect. 

Just  alone  to  make  them  glad? 
No,  you  bloomed  for  me  who  loves  you. 

Who  your  praises  ever  sing; 
Happy  rambler,  fair  begonia, 

Grandest  blossom,  floral  kine. 
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IN   MEMORY  OF  A  FRIEND. 


5 


JEAN    TABORET. 

L  ST  as  the  angelus  bell  was  ringing 

In  its  old  familiar  way, 
The  sands  of  our  dear  Nellie's  life 

Were  ebbing  fast  away. 

Slowly  that  precious  heart  was  beating. 
Like  a  clock  that  is  most  run  down, 

Pendulum  swaying,  Oh,  so  gently — 
Awful  had  that  silence  grown. 

And  the  breath  became  more  feeble 

'Til  it  stopped  forevermore ; 
We  closed  those  eyelids  for  our  Nellie; 

Her  life's  journey  then  was  o'er. 

Do  not  weep  for  her,  dear  friends. 

Who  on  the  wings  of  Death  was  borne. 

She  is  happy  now,  and  would  not  change 
Her  place  with  those  of  us  left  to  mourn. 
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WORDS  OF  WISDOM  FOR  THE  WEALTHY. 


/Kb 


JOHN    DENTON. 

EN  of  wealth  and  men  of  power, 

You  hold  the  reins  o'er  humankind, 
And  you  can  guide  them  to  a  Heaven, 

And  bright  crowns  of  glory  find  ; 
Or  you  can  drive  them  to  perdition 

By  with-holding  what  they  need — 
'J'h(>  means  and  ways  to  make  a  living, 

Thus  doing  an  ignoble  deed. 

Men  of  wealth  and  men  of  power, 

Have  you  no  higher  aim  in  life 
Than  to  grasp  and  hoard  up  lucre. 

And  fill  the  world  with  pain  and  strife? 
Can  you  not  see  a  noble  purpose 

To  which  you  may  your  wealth  devote? 
By  aiding  all  men  to  live  better, ' 

You'll  be  most  noble  men  of  note. 

You  hold  from  God  a  high  commission ; 

As  stewards.  He's  appointed  you. 
His  bounteous  gifts  to  men  to  manage. 

Now  see  that  you  your  duty  do. 
See  that  your  post  is  not  dishonored ; 

See  that  your  trust  is  well  applied, — 
To  feed  and  clothe  and  house  the  humble, 

For  whofn  the  Saviour  bled  and  died. 

Then  will  the  millions  rise  and  bless  you, 
And  sing  your  praises  evermore. 

For  having  nobly  done  your  duty, 
Which  few  have  ever  done  before. 
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TO  THE  WIND. 


M 


B.    HAMILTON    WIKE. 

HENCE  Cometh  tliou,  O  breath  of  day! 

Making  the  tree-tops  nod  and  bow 
An  obeisance  to  the  grass  and  earthy 
Or  coohng  the  damp  of  the  workman's  bn>w? 

Swiftly  and  silently  glidest  thou  along. 
Chasing  the  clouds  o'er  land  and  sea ; 
When  at  thy  call,  the  thunders  roll. 
Our  hearts  are  wrung  in  mystery. 

In  the  morn,  when  nature  wakes, 
And  Hehos  drives  on  a  shaft  of  light. 
Thy  breath  is  sweet,  as  life  to  man, 
W^hen  cares  are  few  and  the  heart  is  rights 

When  the  Winter's  icy  face  we  meet. 
Then  thou  blowest.  Oh !  so  cold ; 
Till  the  summer  and  autumn  sun 
Dyes  the  earth  in  green  and  gold. 

Shalt  e'er  blow  on  to  the  end  of  time. 
Through  summer's  heat  and  winter's  chiH; 
When  the  last  generation  of  man 
Low  in  the  grave  lies  calm  and  still? 
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I^OVE'S  TRIUMPH. 


ALICE   WELLS. 

Mone>-. 


'^^HE  thirst  for  riches  inflames  our  souls,  we  sail  ambition's 
W        sea, 

And  there  we  drink  of  the  salt-sea  waves  that  dance  so  merrily; 
Our  thirst  increasing  with  every  draught,  a  golden  load  we  seek; 
But  darkness  will  not  brighten,  nor  will  the  silence  ever  speak. 

We  seek  blue  violets  and  crystal  streams  of  joy  and  peace  and  love, 
We  only  find  the  forbidding  rocks  that  rear  their  heads  above ; 
The  rocks  of  fear  and  despair  and  doubt  unto  our  hearts  have  cried, 
That  sonow  is  Life's  shadow  and  it  can  ne'er  be  laid  aside. 

Love. 

Oh!  greet  with  me  all  the  glories  of  the  world  so  fair  and  bright! 
The  throbbing  heart  of  the  Universe  feels  dawn's  awakening  might; 
And  crimson  ardors  of  sunrise  flaunt  their  beauty  on  your  face, 
An  earnest  of  the  glorious  life  that  awaits  the  human  race. 

The  world  is  wrapped  in  slumber  deep  as  the  winds  of  sunrise  blow, 
My  own  heart  beats  to  the  very  tune  of  love,  now  come,  we  go ; 
The  fairest  blossoms  open  their  hearts  and  waft  a  rich  perfume, 
Our  souls  are  stirred  with  an  unknown  liope,  that  pierces  through 
Sfloom . 
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MY  vSISTER. 


URSULA    FLOT. 

HE  came  not  to  tarry  long; 

This  earth  was  not  to  be  her  home. 
She  did  but  tarry  on  the  way, 
And  then  she  quietly  went  away. 

She  has  gone  beyond  the  realm  of  pain, 
To  that  realm  where  joy  forever  reigns, 
Where  songs  of  praises  ring. 
And  comfort  and  gladness  bring. 

Pain  is  not  known  in  that  sweet  land ; 

For  everything  is  ruled  by  One  Firm  Hand. 
There  she  has  joined  the  blessed  ones. 
Who  are  reigning  in  their  Eternal  Home. 

But  if  we  strive  our  souls  to  save, 
We  shall  be  wafted  on  the  wave 

Of  the  waters  of  time. 

And  join  her  at  His  shrine. 
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XL 


TOMORROW. 


ANNA   PAULINA   REINHOLD. 

HE  way  is  dark;  we  do  not  know 
Where  next  our  feet  must  onward  go. 
But  then,  the  morn  may  bring  a  ray 
To  lighten  up  the  doubtful  way — 
So  trust  in  God's  tomorrow. 

But  that  no  mischief  may  be  wrought, 
Cast  off  the  burden  of  such  thought ; 

For  hope  and  strength  must  with  us  stay 
We'll  do  the  best  we  can  today. 
And  trust  in  God's  tomorrow. 
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THE  REMOVAL  OF  GRAVES  FROM  OLD  TO  NEW 
CEMETERY. 


MRS.   H.  0.    MC  GRUE. 


XL 


HE  Graves  must  be  moved,"  the  city  said, 

The  graves  of  our  beloved  dead, 
So  there  was  nothing  to  be  done. 

Except  to  move  them  one  b}'  one. 

'Tis  sad  to  think  with  many  fears. 

That  those  who  had  rested  many  years 
Beneath  the  cold  and  silent  clay, 

Must  be  disturbed  at  this  late  day. 
But  nothing  was  left  but  bones  and  clay, 

Of  those. we  had  carefully  laid  away, 
Excepting  in  one  there  was  something, 

That  had  been  once  a  wedding  ring. 

The  name  of  my  mother  is  written  within. 

'Tis  worn  and  colored  and  very  thin, 
But  dearer  to  me  than  any  other, 

The  wedding,  ring  of  my  own  dear  mother. 

All  then  were  carefully  laid  beside 

Others  who  had  lately  died 
In  a  quieter,  greener,  shadier  spot 

Where  those  who  love  them  forget  them  not. 


1D 
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COURAGE. 


JULIA  B.    MOORE. 

AVE  courage,  dear, 

For  the  ladder  of  life  is  hard  to  ascend; 
But  with  patience  and  God's  hand  to  aid  you, 

You  will  some  day  reach  the  end. 

Though  the  boulders  are  rough  and  sharp,  dear, 

Where  you  daily  have  to  pass; 
Just  place  your  faith  in  your  Heavenly  Father, 

And  you  will  surely  conquer  at  last. 

'Tis  true  that  at  times  the  darkness 

Has  appalled  you  and  Hope's  star  dimly  shone ; 
But  courage  must  ever  be  your  motto, 

For  the  sake  of  the  dear  one  at  home. 

You  must  strive  to  do  your  duty, 

If  'tis  to  toil  from  morn  to  night, 
That  the  faces  of  your  darlings 

May  look  happy,  glad  and  bright. 

And  perchance,  in  the  far  off  future, 
As  they're  passing  the  journey  through, 

They'll  pause  in  the  midst  of  their  labor, 
And  take  your  burdens,  too. 

They'll  make  the  pathway  smooth,  dear, 

For  your  feeble  and  tottering  feet ; 
Till  you  reach  that  promised  city. 

And  enter  the  golden  street. 
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PIZARRO  AND  THE  INCA  OF  PERU. 


IH 


N.    A.    WARD. 

E  stood  in  the  market  place, 
A  troubled  look  upon  his  face ; 
But  he  held  in  his  out-stretched  hand 
A  glittering-,  jewelled,  golden  band. 

"Pizarro,  take  this  bracelet  ring, 
And  send  me  where  my  brother  reigns ; 
And  I  will  gold  and  silver  bring 
For  thee  from  off  the  plains. 

"My  wife  waits  by  the  cocoa  tree ; 
My  little  children,  too, 

Leave  their  play  and  ask  for  me. 

Oh!  won't  you  let  me  go?" 

"Oh  !  no,"  said  Pizarro,  "I  mean 

That  by  the  cocoa  tree 

Thy  wife  shall  wait  thee  long. 

And  in  vain,  thy  children  ask  for  thee. 

"Thy  bloody  hands  shall  never  clasp 
The  warriors'  spear  again ; 

Yet  I  will  have  the  silver  and  gold 

From  off  the  distant  plain." 
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LIFE. 


DAVID    IRVING    BEATHE. 


♦||^ O YHOOD  days  are  passing  o'er  us; 
*/>tr      Youthful  days  will  soon  be  o'er. 
Manhood  days  are  waning  nearer 
To  that  happy  golden  shore. 

Are  we  true  in  life's  devotion  ? 

Do  we  live  up  to  the  mark? 
If  on  Jesus  we  are  trusting, 

We  have  gone  in  the  safest  bark. 


If  we  have  trials  and  temp'tations 
In  this  humble  world  of  care, 

We  should  lay  them  on  the  Saviour ; 
He  will  lead  us  in  His  care. 
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MY  HEARTS  IDOL.  FEROL. 


I'EARI,    LUCRETIA    cook. 


m 


EAR  Woodstock  Town,  I  chanced  to  stray, 
When  birds  were  bUthe  and  fields  were  gay, 
Till,  by  the  glassy  river  side, 
A  smiling  maiden  espied, 
Wandering  by  the  river  side. 

The  sweet  thing  looked  ;  but  did  not  speak, 
A  dimple  came  in  either  cheek, 
And  all  my  heart  was  gone  from  me, 
•While  I  vowed  to  the  end  1  would  faithful  be. 

Mystery  of  mysteries !  I  cannot  still 

This  love  of  mine  for  thee,  sweet  Ferol ! 

With  thy  floating  flaxen  hair ! 

With  thy  face  so  angel  fair ! 

Thy  rose-red  lips,  and  sweet  blue  eyes. 

Where  love  and  smiles  and  laughter  lies. 

The  woody  hollows,  where  we  meet 
Is  Paradise  Valley  'to  me,  sweet ; 
Thy  voice  is  music  on  the  evening  air, 
I  hear  it  in  the  brooklet's  song, 
As  the  evening  sunset  thou  art  fair. 
Fair  as  the  flowers  thou  dwellest  among. 

She  is  coming,  my  dove,  my  dear ! 

She  is  coming,  my  life,  my  fate ! 

The  red  rose  cries,  "She  is  near,  she  is  near." 

The  white  rose  weeps,  "She  is  late!" 

She's  a  winsome  wee  thing,  is  my  darling. 
She's  a  bonnie  wee  thing,  is  my  wife  ; 
The  dearest,  the  fairest,  the  truest,  and  purest, 
My  heart's  idol !  Ferol  mine ! 
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TWILIGHT. 


MRS.  L.  T.  F.  DAVIS. 


T£ 


VENING  shadows  softly  creeping," 

Falling  gently  everywhere ; 
Hour  of  Nature's  calm  reposing, 

Hour  of  rest  and  love  and  prayer. 

When    our    thoughts    go    wandering    backwards 

'Mid  the  joys  of  other  years, 
Garnering  still  the  faded  flowers. 

Moistening  them  with  dewy  tears, 

And  we  clutch  the  dancing  phantoms, 

As  they  play  'round  fancy's  gate. 
Ah !  why  come  they  here  to  mock  us. 

Then  leave  our  hearts  so  desolate ! 

Dusky  shades  of  eve,  what  are  ye  ? 

A  tie  that  binds  the  night  to  day ; 
A  quick  vision  sent  to  tell  us, 

We  soon  shall  lay  our  cares  away. 

And,  in  the  arms  of  deeper  quiet, 
Find  the  peace  for  which  we  long ; 

Trusting  in  the  bright  tomorrow. 
And  He  who  doeth  nothing  wrong. 
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THE  WINTER  WIND. 


XL 


JOHN    HENRY    HODGES^   JR. 

HE  bowers  of  trees  are  shedding  their  leaves. 

Away  down  south  the  song-birds  fly, 
And  the  winter  wind,  blowing  his  chilling  breath. 

Gives  a  coating  of  ice  to  the  streams  near  by. 

And  thou,,  great  and  wonderful  Wind, 

That  blows  o'er  mountains,  plains  and  hills. 

Thro'  thy  transparent  ocean,  the  airships  fly; 
Thou  walk'st  on  water  and  land  at  will ! 

Thou'rt  saying,  "Good-morning"  to  pine  trees  that  nod. 

Thou  hast  blessings  for  us  one  and  all ; 
We  are  both  guided  by  God's  sure  Hand, 

Thou  so  great,  and  I  so  small. 

Afterwhile  there  will  hail  from-  the  sunny  south, 

Flowers  and  verdure  and  birds  of  song, 
When  thou  hast  finished  thy  cold  embrace. 

Oh !  Winter  Wind,  when  thou  hast  gone ! 
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MY  CASTLES  IN  SPAIN. 


fiLI,A     COOPER    COWLEY. 


M 


HEN  a  child  I  would,  at  the  close  of  day, 
Often  steal  by  myself  away ;  . 
(Aly  only  companion  was  a  book) 
.Vnd  in  some  quiet,  wayside  nook, 
I  built  "My  Castles  in  Spain." 


Those  curious  dreams  of  childish  fancy 

Oftimes  rivaled  those  of  necromancy. 

I  would  close  my  eyes,  and  believe  I  could  see 

Stately  ships  sailing  o'er  the  sea 

With  riches  for  "My  Castles  in  Spain." 

My  castles  would  sometimes  rear  their  walls ; 
Within  were  wide  and  spacious  halls ; 
Inside  were  ladies  fair  to  see. 
And  gentlemen,  too,  of  high  degree. 
Dwelt  in  "My  Castles  in  Spain." 

Many  years  have  gone,  as  we  look  o'er  the  road 
We  have  traveled  since  then,  and  we  feel  the  load 
That  comes  to  us  all  in  this  earth-life, 
The  heart  aches  and  sorrows,  toil  and  strife, 
We  still  build  "Our  Castles  in  Spain." 


286  GEMS    OF    POESY 


TO  EDITH  ON  HER  MARRIAGE. 


C.   G.    F.   GORDON. 


jf 


RIEND  of  my  youth,  I've  watched  you  gi'ow, 
And  each  day  loved  you  more  and  more, 

As  with  each  year  your  beauty  bloomed; 
Your  love  in  turn,  I  asked  no  more. 

But  Ah !  a  change !  another  claims 
The  love  I  once  thought  all  my  own, 

And  now  upon  your  bridal  morn, 
I  gaze  once  more  upon  your  form. 

Naught,  naught  but  the  friendship  there  for  me, 

Is  what  I  'read  in  your  dear  eyes. 
'Tis  not  for  gold,  but  love  you  care, 

I  must  hide  my  tears  and  hush  my  sighs. 

But  I  forgive  the  trespasser, 

And  take  his  hand  within  my  own. 

I'll  love  him.  too,  for  your  sweet  sake ; 
Those  eyes  would  melt  a  heart  of  stone. 

Once  more  a  kiss,  a  friendship  kiss, 

Forgive  if  I  misunderstood. 
The  dream  was  sweet,  as  it  was  short. 

Adieu,  dear  one,  to  maidenhood ! 
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WHEN  WINTER  COMES. 


m 


■   BENJ.   PHII.UPS. 

HEN  winter  comes,  I  hear  thee  cry, 
Thy  voice  is,  too,  a  plaintive  sound, 

E'er  mourning  for  the  days  gone  by, 

When  summer  smiled  and  sunshine  found 

Its  way  to  fragrant  nook  and  vale, 
Where  now  the  winds  of  Winter  wail. 

No  bird  flits  through  the  clouded  sky, 
Nor  warbles  nigh  the  woodman's  trail — 

Thus  from  our  land  the  song-birds  fly, 
When  winter  comes. 

Thy  friends,  the  birds,  have  left  thee  now; 

The  summer  days  so  cherished,  gone ; 
Why  fondle  sorrow,  or  allow 

The  grin  of  Woe  to  lead  thee  on,  * 

As  tho'  no  hope  could  e'en  be  born 

When  winter  comes? 
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IMMORTALITY. 


MRS.    PHEBE    A.     H.    CH.\D\VICK. 


H 


S  the  Chrysalis  bursts  from  its  tomb, 

On  pinions  so  airy  and  light, 
So  we  when  our  race  here  is  run, 
Shall  be  wafted  to  Heaven's  clear  light. 

For  the  soul  is  immortal  and  never  can  die, 
No  more  than  can  Love  leave  its  own ; 
But  when  it  has  finished  its  course, 
It  ascends  to  the  Father  again. 

In  the  wheat,  fit  emblem  is  found ; 
To  the  dust  it's  consigned,  it  is  true; 
But  it  bursts  from  its  tomb — 'tis  the  same 
As  the  real  part  of  life  that's  in  you. 


Yes,  soars  away  !    For  God  the  Giver  of  all 
So  wisely — yes  wisely — has  planned 
*  For  all  His  true  followers  here. 
Life  and  immortalitv  bevond  the  tomb. 
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SPRIXGTI^IE. 


CORNELIUS     T.    SL'LLIVAX. 


1H 


ARK !  The  Springtime  now  is  near ! 
How  sweet  the  charms  she  yields ! 
With  flowers  so  plentiful  and  sweet, 
So  fragrant  to  the  air ! 

The  little  birds  will  fly  around. 
And  feel  so  bright  and  gay. 
Singing  upon  the  budding  trees 
Their  joyous  notes  of  praise. 

As  the  wintry  days  are  now  gone  by, 
And  life  so  quickly  passing. 
Just  take  one  other  glimpse  of  life 
And  enjoy  its  Springtime  blessing. 
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THE  WANDERER. 


TH 


MARIE  THOGERSON  SPENCER. 

OME !  what  a  blessed  word ! 

It  seems  like  a  voice  from  above. 

Though  thinking  that  I  have  on  earth  no  home, 

Yet  I  long  for  home  and  its  love. 

This  very  Christmas  eve, 

When  all  are  merry  and  free. 

The  rich  and  poor,  both  young  and  old, 

All  enjoying  home  comfort  but  me. 

Below  in  the  dining-room. 

Stands  a  beautiful  Christmas  tree ; 

But  how  I  would  wish  thnt  it  stood  at  home, 

Those  loving  faces  to  cheer. 

This  is  a  lonesome  world, 
When  we  stand  in  the  midst  of  a  crowd, 
Where  all  the  polite  and  respectful  smiles. 
Fail  to  cheer  the  sorrowful  brow. 
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MY  SOUTHLAND. 


WINFIELD  SCOTT  GAINES. 


m 


Y  heart  is  turned  toward  the  sweet  sunny  South. 

From  the  cold  chilly  North  with  its  blizzard  and  drouth, 
To  the  land  of  the  holly,  the  cypress  and  pine. 
O,  sweet,  sunny  Southland,  soon  thou  wilt  be  mine ! 


I  long  for  the  land  where  the  magnolias  bloom. 
Where  the  song  of  the  nightbird  is  ever  a  tune, 
The  land  of  fair  flowers,  the  home  of  the  vine. 
O,  sweet,  sunny  Southland,  soon  thou  wilt  be  mine ! 

O,  Southland,  sweet  Southland,  now  thou  art  my  home  ! 
No  more  from  thy  haunts  will  be  tempted  to  roam,- 
From  thy  cool-,  shady  bowers  and  bri-jht  purling  streani,- 
More  lovely  bv  far  than  a  mid-summer  dream. 
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BENEATH  THE  CYPRESS  TREE. 


Ed.   f.   moschenrose. 


♦IjfiENEATH  the  cypress-tree,  in  the  shade 
%/>W     Of  that  lovely  cypress  grove. 
Our  first  vows  of  love  were  made, 
And  sealed  with  the  seal  of  love ; 
While  Heaven  smiled  on  the  scene  so  rare, 

Full  of  youth  and  fresh  as  the  rill 
That  sparkles  beneath  the  cypress  fair — 
Such  a  scene  haunts  me  still. 


Our  hearts  then  pulsed  with  a  ceaseless  joy, 

As  if  touched  by  some  near-by  siren. 
(She,  a  mere  lass,  and  I  a  mere  boy, 

She  the  belle  of  Cypress  Grove,  I  a  young  Byron.) 
But  alas !  the  time  must  come  when  we  part — 

Not  forever;  only  awhile — my  love. 
We'll  meet  again  with  joyful  heart 

Which  beckoning  calls  from  the  Cypress  Grove. 

But  now,  life's  youth  has  long  since  fled, 

Her  rippling  laugh  is  gone ; 
Her  noontime  too,  is  past  and  dead; 

Her  night  is  coming  on. 
'Neath  the  mellow  moon,  to  the  Cypress  Grove, 

We  give  a  last  farewell. 
For  we  must  part  from  youth  and  love. 

Which  we  have  loved  so  well. 
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WE  CANNOT  LEAVE  THE  OLD  FOLKS  NOW 


m 


MRS.    FLORENCE    HARCOURT. 

E  cannot  leave  the  old  folks  now, 

For  they  no  more  can  breast 
The  storms  of  life,  as  on  they  crowd, 

In  this  wide  world  of  deep  unrest. 
Their  locks  are  thin  and  faded 

With  the  frosts  of  many  years-, 
And  sorrows  have  invaded 

With  their  pain,  heartaches  and  tears. 

We  cannot  leave  the  old  folks  now. 

Their  eyes  with  age  are  dim ; 
The  print  of  care  is  on  their  brow, 

And  feeble  are  their  limbs. 
Soon,  Ah !  too  soon,  they'll  pass  away, 

And  leave  an  aching  void ; 
For  the  hand  of  Death  we  cannot  stay, 

Tho'  we  know  'tis  to  destrov. 


No,  we  cannot  leave  the  old  folks  now, 

So  near  their  journey's  end, 
Their  forms,  once  strong,  are  feeble  now, 

That  years  of  toil  have  bent; 
And  if  we  leave  them  now,  no  more 

Their  forms  on  earth  we'll  see. 
And  Time  has  tears  enough  in  store. 

For  the  years  that  yet  shall  be. 

So  let  the  last  parting  hour  be. 

When  we're  called  to  meet' that  day. 
One  with  sweet  hopes  of  eternity. 

Where  all  tears  shall  be  wiped  away ; 
Where  no  more  the  heart  shall  mourn. 

O'er  partings  long  and  sad  ; 
But  sing  and  rejoice  forevermore. 

When  we  reach  the  Home  where  all  are  glad. 
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PEARY'S  \  OYAGE  T(  )  LLTlALV  THULE. 


B 


MABEL    GROVER    WATSON. 

MIDST  the  Polar  ice  and  snows, 

Courageous,   fearless  Pear)-  goes, 
To  seek  the  Maypole  of  the  North, 
The  luminous  streamers  of  lier  bands ; 
The  beckoning  signals  of  the  morn. 
Upon  his  castles'  battlements, 
Old  Boreas  stands  with  cloudy  brow ; 
And  sweeps  a  jealous,  guarding  eye. - 

Across  the  wide  expanse  of  sea, 

An  object  looms  upon  his  sight; 

Is  it  the  Great  Gull,  Mariner, 

Or  the  White  Seal  that  rests  upon 

The  Arctic's  slumbering  breast? 

No,  'tis  the  Ship  of  Destiny, 

Victorious  Argo.  on  whose  deck 

Our  Peary  stands,  ii])Mn  her  i)ro\v  the  olive  branch! 

Old  Boreas  shaking  in  his  wrath. 
Plows  o'er  the  sea  which  turns  to  glass, 
And  mirrors  on  its  crystal  face, 
The  Star  that  guides  him  to  the  place. 
Where,  on  the  strand,  Aurora  stands 
The  magic  wand  within  her  hand. 
She  touches  lightly  at  her  feet 
The  waves  which  part  on  cither  side. 
Standing  like  w^alls  of  fulgent  white. 

The  hero  passes  through  dry-shod 
And  lays  his  tribute  at  her  feet. 
She  leads  him  to  high  Parnassus  Mount ; 
When  from  the  Maypole's  lofty  height. 
Unfolding  floats  upon  the  breeze 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  of  Liberty. 


ALL  ALOXE  WITH    jESLTS. 


El^SlE    CATHEKINE    EOKI). 

HLL  alone  with  Jesus ;  yes,  all  alone  with  Him ; 
Do  you  know  the  l)lessed   sweetness  that  a  talk   with  Him 
can  yield  ? 
Has  your  heart  thrilled  at  the  clear  tones  of  His   voice  divinely 

sweet  ? 
Have  you,  with  the  faith  of  Mar}-,  rested  humbly  at  His  feet?  * 

All  alone  with  Jesus,  yes,  all  aTone  with  Him ; 

Have  you  told  Him  all  your  sorrows,  all  your  grief  and  all  your 

pain  ? 
Have  you  sought  His  hand  to  guide  you  o'er  the  rough  and  weary 

way  ? 
And  then  trusted  Him  to  lead  you  safely,  surely  all  the  way? 

All  alone  with  Jesus,  yes,  all  alone  v/ith  Him ; 

There  is  peace  and  safety  promised  'neath  the  shadow  of  His  wing. 

He  is  waiting  to  receive  you,  weary  one  by  sin  oppressed  ; 

He  has  bidden^  the  heavy-laden,  "Come  to  me  and  find  sweet  rest." 

All  alone  with  Jesus,  yes,  all  alone  with  Him, 

It  is  only  by  this  nearness  you  can  have  His  peace  within. 

All  alone  you  feel  His  power,  realize  His  tender  care; 

Know  that  in  the  toilsome  journey.  He  has  borne  the  larger  share. 
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GRANDMOTHER'S  HAIR. 


NELLIE   BROWN. 


® 


NLY  a  lock  of  silver  gray  hair, 

And  yet  it  is  precious  to  me ; 
It  brings  to  my  memory  the  sweet  face  of  one 

That  is  far,  far  away  o'er  the  sea ; 
Of  one  that  is  aged,  passed  three  score  and  ten, 

Whose  brow  is  now  wrinkled  with  care. 
In  the  old  family  Bible  I'll  give  it  a  place 

Because  it  is  Grandmother's  hair. 

Only  a  lock  of  silver  gray  hair. 

And  yet  what  a  tale  it  could  tell, 
Of  the  ups  and  downs  it  has  seen  in  the  world, 

To  which  it  will  soon  say  farewell — 
Some  pleasure  that  made  that  fond  heart  to  rejuico. 

Some  sorrow^  that  made  it  despair. 
I  cannot  but  prize  it  the  more  for  all  this, 

Because  it  is  Grandmother's  hair. 

Only  a  lock  of  silver  gray  hair, 

That  smoothly  hung  'neath  he.-  black  cap. 
I  remember  the  day  when  that  hair  was  not  gray, 

When  I  first  sat  on  Grandmother's  lap. 
The  face  was  not  wrinkled,  her  footstep  was  blithe 

Her  features  were  regular  and  fair, 
When  I  look  at  her  locks,  it  is  a  mystery  to  me — 

How  this  can  be  Grandmother's  hair ! 

Only  a  lock  of  silver  gray  hair   ! 

Yet  why  do  I  prize  it,  you  say  ! 
Because  'tis  a  keepsake,  one  given  by  her 

Who  is  now  fast  hastening  away, 
She  is  leaving  this  world  for  a  far  brighter  home, 

She  is  climbing-  up  Heaven's  bright  stair. 
What  a  pleasure  'twill  be  when  no  mor^  her  we  see, 

To  look  at  dear  Grandmother's  hair ! 
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ON  THOSE  MOUNTAINS  FAR  AWAY. 


C.    WILSON. 


XL 


HE  sun  beamed  hot  from  the  pitiless  sky, 
As  it  scorched  the  wind-swept  plain ; 

And  the  lonesome  cottages  we  passed  by 
Were  few  and  far  between. 

Onward,  o'er  the  desert,  we  rolled. 

Like  a  ship  on  a  level  sea, 
A  day's  journey  still  before  us, 

To  those  mountains  far  away. 

As  night  approached,  and  our  weary  souls 
Were  glad  for  the  close  of  day. 

In  the  distance  loomed  the  trembling  haze 
Of  those  mountains,  far  away. 

The  clouds  are  mountains  in  the  sky — 
Fair  mountains  white  are  they; 

But  a  fairer  sight  will  meet  the  eye — 
Those  mountains  far  away. 
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XL 


TEXAS. 

E.     L.    BI.ACKSHEAR. 

HXAS,  bright  Star  of  the  Southern  dome,  , 

The  freeman's  pride,  the  patriot's  home ! 
By  valor  snatehed  from  Aztec  sway. 
Redeemed  from  the  fate  of  an  elder  day — 
In  pain  conceived  in  anguish  born, 
'Mid  trials  reared — a  hope  forlorn — 
Thou  yet,  didst  dare  defy,  the  fate, 
The  Spaniard's  unrelenting  hate. 
The  glories  of  the  Alamo  no  Trojan  tales  excel; 
Thy  valorous  deeds  at  Goliad.  Fame's  laureate  need  compel. 
Thy  clansmen    were    the    Burlesons,  Throckmorton,  Cameron, 

Pease, 
Milam,   Bowie,   Fannin's  men,  thv   clans   were  such  as   these; 
Dave  Crocket,  Travis,  Henderson,  Deaf  Smith,  Neill,  Bonham, 

Bell— 
Their  valiant  deeds  the  muses  sing,  wdio  served  their  state  so 

well— 
Thy  chieftains  names  are  surely  writ  on  Honor's  lustrous  roll — 
Houston,  Austin,  and  Lamar,  such  names  adorn  thy  scroll. 
Thou  art  rich  in  agriculture, 
Thou  art  rich  in  oil  and  pine. 
Boundless  thy  western  prairies 
Where  herd  thy  blooded  kine ; 
The  wavy  wheat  on  thy  uplands. 
The  fluttering  corn  on  thy  plains. 
The  cane  and  rice  of  thy  lowlands. 
Give  pledge  of  thy  boundless  gains. 
Hip,  hip,  hooray,  for  Texas. 
The  fame  of  her  past  is  secure, 

The  future  looms  grand  out  before  her,  ' 

Long,  long,  shall  her  might  endure ; 

Lone  Girard  of  the  Southwest  Border,  ^ 

Lone  star  of  the  Southern  dome, 
Be  thou,  for  aye  the  freeman's  pride. 
For  aye  the  patriot's  home.  '■' 
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BENEATH  THE  SHADE. 


M 


ROYAL  0.  BROWN. 

ITHIN  the  shade  is  sunshine, 
Beneath  our   sadness,   joy; 

Oft'  times  'tis  dark  at  noontime, 
And  trials  sore  annoy. 

Beneath  the  shade  are  posies. 
And  fragrance  fills  the  air, 

Within  the  shadow,  roses. 
And  perfume  that  is  rare. 

We  see  within  the  daisies, 
True  nature  in  each  blade; 

And  we  see  their  fairy  faces, 
Peep  out  beneath  the  shade. 

Tho'   'tis   dark  at  noontime, 
And  trials  sore  annoy ; 

Beneath  the  shade  is  sunshine, 
Beneath  our  sadness  joy. 

Then  let  us  learn  of  nature. 
And  keep  our  souls  arrayed 

With  sunshine  and  with  rapture. 
Beneath  both  shine  and  shade. 

Then  smile  beneath  the  sunshine, 
And  smile  beneath  the  shade ; 

Be  gay  and  sweet  at  noontime. 
Let  not  your  sunlight  fade. 
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THE  POET. 


EARL  SWINDLER. 


M 


HO  wants  to  know  another's  grief  ? 

Each  of  us  has  enough  to  bear; 
The  hours  of  peace  seem  always  brief. 

The  hours  of  memory,  full  of  care. 

The  earth  is  green,  the  skies  are  bright; 

But  lives  of  men  are  ill  at  ease. 
Not  thus  can  man  reach  Wisdom's  height. 

Nor  hope  the  Higher  Power  to  please., 

Soars  thy  ambition,  then,  so  high, 
To  live  and  stand  the  tests  of  time. 

To  think  the  thoughts  that  never  die, 
And  give  them  to  the  world  in  rhyme? 

H  piide  slionld  threaten  thy  life  then 
Compare  thy  works  unto  thy  God — 

His  greatness  with  the  lives  of  men. 
But  thou  art  yet  beneath  the  sod. 

To  do  the  deeds  of  greatest  worth. 
To  sing  the  songs  that  never  die 

Is  not  achievement  of  this  earth, 
But  attribute  of  God  on  high. 

Then,  lift  thine  eyes  unto  thy  God, 
That  He  may  guide  thy  steps  aright ; 

And  thoughts  will  flow  as  branches  nod. 
With  beautv  in  Diviner  Light. 
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THE  GATES  OF  DEATH. 


XL 


BERTIE  HUNTSMAN   WYATT. 

HE  gates  of  death  have  opened ; 

A  loved  one's  passed  inside. 
With  aching  hearts  we  watched  them, 

As  the  portals  opened  wide. 
We  kissed  the  lips ;  we  cried  aloud ; 

We  sobbed  our  last  farewell. 
They  are  gone;  we  too  mu.'^t  go, 

How  soon  no  tongue  can  tell. 
A  whispered  thought  steals  thro'  our  hearts- 

"Life  is  but  a  fleeting  breath," 
And  one  and  all  must  heed  that  call — 

The  call  thro'  the  gates  of  death. 

We  stood  by  the  side  of  the  casket — 
'Twas  our  baby  sweet  and  fair, 

Pure  as  a  snow  white  lily — 

We  saw  it  lying  there ; 
These  are  the  gems  of  Heaven  ; 

God  gathers  them  day  by  day. 
The  world  is  so  full  of  sorrow  and  sin  ; 

Oh  !  would  we  bid  them  stay  ? 
"Of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven," 

Are  the  words  that  Jesus  saith  ; 
But  even  they  in  their  innocence 

Must  pass  thro'  the  gates  of  death. 

Let  us  bow  in  meek  submission — 

Bow  to  the  chastening  rod; 
And  pray  that,  when  He  calls  us. 

We  too  may  rest  with  God. 
Though  He  leads  us  through  the  shadow, 

Let  us'pray,  "Thy  will  be  done," 
And  when  we  pass  those  portals. 

Our  lives  will  be  begun. 
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INFLUENCE. 


JI;nniE    WILSON    HOWELL. 


m 


O  word  is  said,  no  thoug-ht  has  birth, 
No  deed  by  hand  is  ever  done, 

But  thrills  its  influence  through  the  earth, 
And  souls  are  lost,  or  souls  are  won. 
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THE  STARLIGHT. 


MRS.    ESTEtLA    0.    CROOKS. 


♦IjfiEAUTIFUL  starlight  of  the  night, 


Which  gives  us  their  light 
When  the  sun  is  out  of  sight. 
Beautiful  stars  that  twinkle  all  the  night, 

So  far  above  our  homes  when  we  are  all  alone  I 

Beautiful  stars  that  guided  o'er 
The  birthplace  of  our  dear  Lord ! 
And  today  His  light  shiheth  forth 
Through  the  w^orld,  which  is  yours. 
Oh  !  the  beautiful  stars  of  the  night ! 

Beautiful  stars  that  twinkle  so  bright, 

And  shine  o'er  the  hills  so  high 

And  the  valleys  below,  the  water  and  the  tides, 

So  give  us  your  beautiful  light, 

O,  thou  beautiful  star  of  the  night ! 

So  'far  above  the  storms  of  night, - 

So  let  thy  beauty  shine, 

To  lighten  our  paths,  as  we  onward  stride 

To  gain  our  world  on  high, 

Thou  beautiful  star  of  the  night! 

Beautiful,  beautiful  starlight  of  the  night. 
Such  a  wonderful  gift  from  on  high, 
By  our  dear  Saviour  who  for  us  died 
That  we  might  live  and  enjoy  His  light. 
O,  beautiful  are  the  stars  of  the  night ! 
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AN  AUTUMN  REVERIE. 


C.    H.    MEIERS. 


IT 


"M  alone  tonight,  while  the  stars  shine  bright, 

And  the  autumn  sky  is  clear, 
And  the  soft  night  breeze,  in  the  maple  trees, 

Brings  the  sound  that  I  love  to  hear. 
'Tis  not  as  the  warbling  song-bird  thrills 

The  listener  ere  its  flight, 
'Tis  not  as  the  sweet-voiced  singer  fills 

The  heart  with  "sad  delight; 
For  the  music  of  the  song-bird 

Is  forgotten  when  he's  flown, 
And  the  voice  is  soon  forgotten 

When  the  singer  passes  on. 

But  the  soft,  low  moan  and  the  sigh  of  the  wind 

Is  music,  to  my.  ear, 
That  sinks  deep  dowm  in  my  lonely  heart 

Like  a  friendly  word  of  cheer; 
For  it  seems  to  be  sighing  with  me. 

When  I'm  feeling  sad  and  blue ; 
And  when  my  thoughts  are  peaceful. 

The  mind  seems  peaceful,  too. 
I  call  it  my  friend.  You  wonder 

How  that  could  ever  be ; 
But  the  friend  that  sighs  when  I  sigh, 

Is  the  dearest  friend  to  me. 
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THOUGHT. 

CLARENCE   E.    W.    RONEY. 

HAT  a  pity  that  a  man 
Should  let  his  noble  mind 

Be  a  prey  to  evil  thoughts 
That  all  good  instincts  blind ! 

Minds  that  only  pure  thoughts  think, 

Glorify  the  face; 
All  can  read  the  countenance 

By  its  light  of  grace. 

Sordid  thoughts  that  habitate 

Minds  of  narrow  girth 
Also  stamp  upon  the  face 

The  man's  inferior  worth. 

Cultivate  your  thought  to  be 
Quick  and  sure  and  gentle  too ; 

Help  to  elevate  mankind, 

Which  this  course  will  surelv  do. 
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BORROWING  TROUBLE. 


MERVIN   T.    LYANS. 


XL 


HE  disappointments  of  today 

May  brine:  delight  tomorrow ; 
For  the  greatest  troubles  in  our  way, 

Are  those  we  go  and  borrow ; 

The  amount  of  cares  that  some  foresee. 

Would  make  a  mighty  host, 
And  those  of  them  that  we  never  see, 

Are  the  ones  that  trouble  most. 

Discouragements  we  see  ahead. 

We  may  never  meet, 
If  we  keep  right  on  with  merry  tread, 

Until  our  life's  complete. 

Obstacles  that  we  pursue, 

May,  like  a  rainbow,  move  along. 

If  we  knew  how  and  Vvhat  to  do. 
And  live  with  joy  and  song. 

Where  sin  and  sorrow  reign 

Intermixed  with  woe, 
All  the  cheer  will  bring  much  gain, 

Everywhere  we  go. 

There  is  plenty  of  trouble  in  this  land  today, 

Let  no  one  go  and  borrow, 
For,  surely,  in  our  way 

There  will  be  enough  tomorrow. 
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STAND  BY  THE  FLAG.  \\(  )YS  ! 


REBECCA    SCOTT. 


®NWAR1)!     Onward!     Hear  the  battle  cry! 
Onward  !     ( )nward  !      Hear  the  cannon   roar  ! 
Victory  is  yours,  boys !     Stand  by  the  flag ! 
Have  ct)urag'e.  bo}S !  the  victory  is  yours ! 

Stand  by  the  flag,  boys,  stand  by  the  flag ! 

There  is  no  nobler  cause  than  standing  by  the  tlag ! 

Come  on  and  join  us!     Stand  by  the  flag! 

Stand  by  the  flag,  boys!     Stand  by  the  tlag! 

Onward  !     Onward  !     Hear  the  enemy's  shout ! 
To  the  front.!    To  the  front !     Put  them  to  rout ! 
Keep  your  spirits  up.  boys  !  Never  let  them  lag ! 
Keep  your  courage  up.  and  stand  by  the  flag ! 

Stand  by  the  flag,  your  fathers  have  won  ! 

Stand  by  the  flag  for  which  their  blood  has  run  ! 

Be  loyal  to  your  country !     There  is  no  nobler  cause, 

Than  fighting  for  your  nation's  flag,  enforcing  your  nation's  laws. 
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WHAT  IS  LIFE? 


MRS.    C.    B.    COLEMAN. 


ma 


HAT  is  life?  That's  easy.     Well, 
If  you'll  listen  to  me,  what  it  is  I'll  tell. 

A  baby  girl  to  a  maiden  grows, 
Vain  of  her  hair  and  proud  of  clothes. 

At  fifteen  years,  a  saucy  pet 
Pouting  for  things  she  cannot  get. 

At  twenty,  married,  at  twenty-five,  faded  ; 
At  thirty,  by  husband  she  is  hated. 

At  thirty-five,  she's  left  alone, 
While  he  is  loafing  in  some  saloon. 

At  forty  years,  she's  a  poor  old  slave ; 
At  forty-five,  she's  in  her  grave. 

Does  any  one  care  ?     Why  not  at  all ! 
Go  on  with  the  music !  Go  on  with  the  ball 

Out  in  some  lonesome  burying  spot 
They  lay  her  down ;  then  she's  forgot. 
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SAD  MEMORIES'  DOOR. 


z 


CHAS.  OSCAR  FI.UHARTY. 

HERE'S  a  door  in  a  fortress  called  "The  Tower  Of  Yore." 

And  this  portal  is  named  "Sad  Memories'  Door;" 
And  a  contest  has  raged  for  many  a  year, 
As  it  there  will  rage  while  memory  holds  dear. 
For  Time  is  striving  (though  all  in  vain) 
To  close  this  door  of  grief  and  pain. 

There  are  heartaches  of  the  past,  and  vows  unkept ; 

There  are  memories  of  times  when  from  grief  we  have  wept; 

There's  a  love  dream  of  old  that  was  ne'er  fulfilled ; 

And  a  voice  that  oft  my  soul  has  thrilled. 

When  bleak  despair  my  heart  has  chilled ; 

But  Time's  toil  is  vain  (as  I  told  you  before;) 

For  he  never  will  close  "Sad  Mem.ories'  Door." 
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THE  HAND  OF  GOD. 


H 


JENNIE    WII,SON    HOWEl,L. 

HEARD  a  moving  in  the  trees ; 

I  heard  a  sighing  in  the  breeze; 
I  felt  a  sweet  breath  'round  me  blow ; 
I  felt  a  new  thrill  through  me  flow. 
'Twas  Spring's  fair  spirit  'mong  the  trees ; 
'Twas  Spring's  soft  sighing  in  the  breeze ; 
'Twas  Spring's  sweet  breath  that  'round  me  blew ; 
'Twas  Spring's  rare  charm  which  thrilled  me  through. 

I  watched  the  trees  so  stark  and  bare, 
And,  lo !  new  life  flowed  everywhere ; 
I  watched  and  soon,  from  snowy  bed, 
A  snowdrop  raised  its  snowy  head. 
'Twas  Spring's  young  life  the  trees  infused ; 
'Twas  Spring  o'er  all  her  charms  diffused ; 
Spring  raised  the  snowdrop  from  the  sod  ; 
And  Spring?    Ah  !  'tis  the  hand  of  God. 
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ROBIN  RED  BREAST. 


p.    H.    Iv.    DODGE. 
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OBIN,  why  do  you  leave  us  when  winter  draws  nigh, 
And  the  fleeting  clouds  are  passing  by ; 
When  the  tall  tree  branches  moan  and  sigh, 
And  we  see  great  snow  drifts  in  yonder  sky  ? 


Is  it  to  seek  a  summer  clime, 

Where  it's  summer  all  the  time. 

And  rebuild  your  nests,  and  raise  your  young, 

And  forget  our  home  where  you've  often  sung? 

Oh !  I  see  your  motive,  Robin  mine ! 
You'll  be  back  again  in  summer  time ; 
And  play  your  same  old  tricks  again. 
As  the  winter  winds  begin  to  wane. 

Yes,  Robin  Red  Breast,  we  soon  shall  see. 
You  back  again  in  the  cherry  tree ; 
You'll  warble  your  notes  again  as  of  yore. 
Until  the  leaves  wither  and  are  no  more. 

So  welcome  home,  Robin !  When  spring-time  has  come, 
There'll  be  plenty  of  cherries,  and  you  shall  have  some, 
To  feed  to  the  little  ones  hopping  about, 
For  you  will  have  plenty  without  any  doubt. 
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A  NEBRASKA  GIRL. 


m 


W.    A.    LEWIS. 

EBRASKA'S  sun  was  slowly  setting  o'er  the  hills  so  far  away, 
To  the  West,  where  human  footprints  ^could    be    seen    to  wenci 
their  way. 
Over  gorge  and  rocky  chasms  where  a  deer  could  ne'er  be  seen, 
In  the  waning  twilight,  often,  can  be  found  close  by  the  stream. 

Years  ago,  a  lovely  daughter  was  stolen  from  her  home, 

And  they  traced  her  to  the  waters  of  the  stream  now  called  Sho- 
shone, 

When  the  news  had  reached  her  mother,  she  with  tears  was  soon 
brought  down, 

She  was  told  that  her  fair  daughter  had  most  probably  been 
drowned. 

But  the  girl,  she  had  a  lover ;  true  to  her  he  did  remain, 
Hunting  over  hills  and  hollows,  until  he  wandered  o'er  the  plain. 
Then  he  wandered  up  the  mountains  where  no  man  would   dare 

to  go, 
Thinking  that  he  might  espy  her  on  a  rock  or  crag  below. 

Yet  he  searched  the  Rockies  over  with  weary  feet, 
'Till  at  last  he  sank  down  senseless,  worn  and  sad  at  his  defeat. 
While  he  lay  in  deepest  slumber,  he  dreamed  he  saw  his  love, 
Standing  high  upon  the  mountains,  on  the  sunny  rocks  above. 

ITp  he  bounded  from  his  slumber  with  his  heart  so  full  of  joy, 
Thinkmg  of  past  hours  spent  together,  .when  they  were  girl  and  boy. 
Looking  upward,  there  he  sav/  her,  calling  to  her  lover  true, 
When  he  shouted.  Oh !  so  bravely,  "I  will  soon  come  up  to  you." 

Then  he  climbed  the  rugged  mountain,  'till  he  gained  the  topmost 

cliff 
Where  his  loved  one  stood  awaiting  that  one  long  expected  kiss. 
Then  he  told  her  how  he'd  hunted   for  three  months  in  the  hills 

alone ; 
Then,  they  wandered  back  to  mother  and  their  dear  Nebraska  home. 
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THERE'S  NOTHING  NEW. 


VEDA    M.    BALI.. 


xc 


HERE'S  nothing  new  beneath  the  sun; 
What  man  is  doing",  man  has  done. 
There's  not  a  thought,  nor  a  deed,  what's  more, 
But  what  has  been  thought  or  done  before. 

While  to  a  man  we  give  the  praise 
Of  some  great  thought  in  recent  days, 
The  praise  is  not  due ;  for  over  again 
In  ages  past,  man  has  thought  the  same. 

'Tis  part  of  God — man's  every  thought. 

'Tis  He  that  works  every  change  that's  wrought 

In  the  affairs  of  earth.    So  why  should  we 

In  self  conceit  vainglorious  be  ? 
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GRANDPA'S  CANDLE. 


IT 


DAISY    SIMPSON    MAHAN. 

N  the  old  home  tonight,  I  am  sitting- 

Where  thf  years  of  my  youth  have  heen  passed 
And  across  memory's  threshold^  comes  flitting. 
Sweet  home  scenes  that  through  Hfe  will  last. 

But  there's  one  that  tonight  I'm  recalling. 
That  is  dearer  than  all  others  to  me ; 
And  each,  as  the  shadows  are  falling, 
Comes  vividly  baclj:  to  me. 

'Tis  a  picture  of  my  grandfather  sitting. 
At  the  close  of  the  summer's  da)  ; 
'Neath  the  maple-tree  slowly  he's  swinging, 
His  great  grandchild  near  him  at  play. 

As  he  sits  there,  moon-beams  straying 
Through  his  locks  of  snowy  white. 
As  of  old  I  hear  him  saying. 
"Lyle.  come  now:  my  candle  light!" 

And  the  little  one,  in  answering. 
Hastens  in.  with  step  so  quick ; 
And  returning  carries  with  him 
Grandpa's  old  tin  candlestick. 

Hand  in  hand  I  now  can  see  them, 
As  with  faltering  steps  and  slow. 
In  to  rest  he  leads  him. 
By  the  fitful  candle's  glow. 

Five  and  eighty  years  was  grandpa, 
JBut  a  lamp  he  ne"i>r  did  light: ; 
For  the  candle  ever  lit  him. 
Through  the  evenings  of  his  life. 

Life's  journey  I  see  him  passing. 

To  the  Heavenly  land  so  fair : 

And  a  childish  voice  is  asking, 

"Won't  o-randna  need  his  candle  there?" 
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THE  DEATH  OF  CHRIST. 


SARAH  A.  BROWN. 
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HELPED  to  nail  Him  on  the  tree, 

The  blessed  Lord  who  died  for  me, 
And  took  upon  Himself  the  sin, 
My  guilty  conscience  feels  within, 
There  nailed  upon  the  cross  to  die, 
He  raised  His  voice  to  cry, 
"Eloi,  Eloi,  Lama  Sabachthani! 
Eloi,  Eloi,  Lama  Sabachthani!" 
That  is  to  say,  "My  God,  my  God, 
Why  hast  Thou  forsaken  me." 

Though  for  His  enemies  He  prayed, 
(For  of  God's  wrath  He  was  afraid) 
"Forgive,  they  know  not  what  they  do,' 
Their  truest  friend  He  was.  He  knew. 
Then  meekly  bows  His  head  and  dies. 
Thus  ending  all  His  woeful  cries. 
''*Eloi,  Eloi,  Lama  Sabachthani ! 
Eloi,  Eloi,  Lama,  Sabachthani!" 
That  is  to  say,  "My  God,  my  God 
Whv  hast  Thou  forsaken  me?' 
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TO  MY  MOTHER. 
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E.    E.    JENKINS. 

TROKE  softly  and  tenderly  this  silver  grey  hair. 
Those  dear  wrinkled  hands  fold  over  her  breast ; 
And  murmur  so  softly  a  blest  evening  prayer, 
That  mother  is  sweetly  taking  her  rest. 


The  hands  are  done  toiling  that  labored  so  long; 

The  heart,  at  b'^t,  eased  from  sorrow  and  care; 
And  mother's  free  spirit  is  now  with  the  throng 

Of  bright,  happy  angels,  in  "The  home  over  there." . 

Her  ashes  will  rest  in  the  solemn  embrace 

And  narrow  confines  of  the  cold,  gloomy  grave ; 

But  her  spirit  will  soar  with  infinite  grace 

To  the  bosom  of  Jesus,  "Who  died  her  to  save." 

But  mother,  we  miss  thee !  we're  still  children  yet. 
We  gladly  would  hear  thy  sweet  lullaby  song ; 
Your  kindness  and  blessings  we  ne'er  shall  forget — 
-  That  taught  us  sweet  virtue,  to  shui;  all  that's  wrong. 

Then  kiss  those  locks  tenderly,  silvered  with  years. 

While  gently  and  lovingly,  fall  the  sad  tears; 
But  beyond  the  dark  valley  of  Death's  dark  gloom. 

Comes  the  heartfelt  assurance,  "Christ  Arose  from  the  Tomb.'- 
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AUTUMN. 

IRA    B.    HOLDEN. 

N  the  field  and  forest  dells, 
What  a  change  is  to  be  seen ! 

Nature's  changed  to  brighter  dress, 
All  her  robes  of  purest  green ; 

Summer,  thus  attired  tells 

To  sister  Autumn,  her  farewells. 

Soon  the  leaves  will  seek  their  rest, 
•One  by  one,  they  soon  will  fall 

From  the  faithful  parent  tree 

They  have  dressed — both  one  and  all. 

(Just  like  children,  leave  their  home, 
Leaving  parents  all  alone.) 

So  I  see,  on  every  hand, 

Friends  with  righteousness  innate 
With  a  past  so  true  and  grand. 

At  their  life's  October  wait. 
Just  like  leaves  in  slumber  lie, 

'Neath  the  snow  'till  Spring  is  nigh. 

Thus  our  lives  are  like  the  seasons. 

Babes  of  Springtime,  Summer's  youth, 
Autumn  more  mature  in  reason 

Waiting  Winter-time,  forsooth. 
But  the  time  of  all  Life's  seasons 

Which  to  me  is  most  sublime. 
Is  when  leaves  are  turning  yellow — 

Is  the  golden  Autumn-time; 
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JUST  BECAUSE  I  AM  POOR. 


J.    R.   POWj   JR. 


S 


OMETIMES  I  think  ifs  bad  management, 

But  I  hardly  know, 
Seems  that  fate's  against  me, 

Just  because  I  am  Poor. 

The  grass  has  about  taken  my  crop, 

I  have  to  both  plow  and  hoe ; 
Cannot  hire  hands  to  work  it  out. 

Just  because  I  am  Poor. 

All  fair  weather  is  not  the  best, 

Upon  the  southern  shore, 
We  need  rain  to  grow  our  crops. 

So  let  the  freshets  flow. 

If  I  cannot  work  out  my  crops, 

I  may  have  to  mow, 
But  I  shall  never  give  it  up, 

While  I  can  plow  and  hoe. 

Boys,  I  raise  as  Game-a-Cocks, 

As  ever  you  heard  crow ; 
But  have  no  money  to  back  them, 

Just  because  I  am  Poor. 

Why  should  I  not  coop  my  cocks, 

And  sail  for  Mexico? 
Its  hard  to  make  a  living  here. 

Just  because  I  am  Poor. 

Farewell  to  South  Carolina ! 

I  am  bound  for  Mexico, 
Will  have  to  leave  my  Native  State, 

Just  because  I  am  Poor. 
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THE  VIOLET'S  STORY. 


MRS.   W.   W.   WRIGHT. 


® 


'ER  a  mountain  side  where  the  tall  trees  grow, 

Sat  a  girl  with  unbound  hair ; 

In  her  hand  were  a  bunch  of  violets 

Both  beautiful  and  rare ; 

And,  as  she  gazed,  each  tiny  flower, 

Told  a  tale  of  love  so  dear, 

Told  of  Hope  and  Love,  then  Despair  so  dark 

And  the  tragedy  of  years. 

'.'Ah!  Violets  sweet,"  the  maiden  said, 

"My  hopes  are  happy  now; 

For  my  lover  bold  and  noble  too, 

Will  be  true  to  every  vow. 

And  the  tale  of  strife  you  have  told  to  me. 

Is  not  for  my  love  and  I, 

For  he  is  true  as  true  can  be, 

And  you'll  find  out  by  and  by." 

In  after  years,  this  maiden  said, 
"Ah!  Violets,  your  tale  was  true! 
'Twas  love  at  first,  then  blighted  hopes ; 
Of  my  friends  there  is  left  but  you. 
To  you  alone,  I  told  my  love. 
To  you,  now,  I  tell  my  strife ; 
The  blessed  faith  has  fled  from  me, 
I  have  now  but  a  wasted  life." 
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DREAMS. 


BESSIE    B.    BONNER. 


♦Ijfi  RIGHTLY  gleams  the  azure  blue 


Above  the  heavy,  darkening  clouds 
That  overhang  my  sky ;  and  thro' 

The  gloom  anon  a  star  gleams  clear. 
And  dead  old  dreams  in  their  moulding  shroud, 

From  the  crypt  ®f  vanished  years  upstart — 
Dreams  that  still  are  so  strangely  dear — 

Then,  dear,  I  wonder  where  thou  art ! 

Then  no  rift  in  the  cloud  of  life 

Whence  hope's  golden  stars  bright  are  gleaming ; 
No  rose  of  dawn  dares  brave  the  strife 

Of  the  storm,  the  day  foretelling. 
They  rise  fast  twixt  me  and  the  day — 

These  ghosts  of  a  past  day's  dreaming; 
They  loom  up  from  the  shadows  gray. 

And  heart  leaps  to  wild  rebelling. 

Night  closes,  its  shadows  veiling 

■   My  stars  in  a  darkness  weird  and  vast. 

O'er  the  western  sky  go,  sailing 

Wrecked  dreamships,  masts  floating  beside. 
Then  from  all  these  phantoms  turning, 

Heart  ^eeks  God,  and  the  darkness  is  past. 
In  the  east,  the  day-star's  burning ; 

In  the  west,  flames  a  golden  tide. 
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MEEKNESS. 

A.     M.    SMITH    CARLTON. 

OW  sweet  the  face, 

How  full  of  grace, 
On  which  is  never  seen  a  trace 
Of  anger's  reign, 

Nor  malice  slain. 
Nor  hauteur,  ever  giving  pain  ! 

How  great  the  mind, 

How  rare  to  find. 
That  sees  much  good  in  all  mankind, 

That  loves  the  race. 

Nor  time,  nor  place, 
Nor  nation,  hinders  Love's  embrace  ! 

How  pure  the  heart, 

(Of  God  a  part) 
That  never  launches  venomed  dart. 

That  feels'  for  all 

In  cot  or  hall, 
With  kindness  answ'ring  every  call. 

How  grand  the  life, 

With  meekness  rife. 
That  never  condescends  to  strife, 

But  sweet  and  strong. 

Moves  calm  along-. 
The  pathway  ending  at  God's  throne ! 
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LINCOLN  AND  THE  UNION. 


E.    t.    BLACKSHEAR. 
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OD  save  the  Union !"  was  his  prayer, 
Though  slave  go  free  or  slave  remain  ; 
For  this  he  sent  grand  armies  forth, 
For  this  his  fleets  frowned  on  the  main. 

For  this  he  sent  the  silent  Grant, 
Down  Mississippi's  fertile  plain; 
For  this  he  struck  from  pinioned  feet, 
The  iron  ball  and  slaver's  chain. 

For  this  he  met  a  martyr's  death, 
To  him  foreshown  by  unseen  power ; 
For  this  his  life,  his  acts,  his  speech 
Still  live,  the  Nation's  priceless  dower. 

The  Nation's  will  was  his  law  supreme ; 
The  Nation's  life  'twas  his  strife  to  save; 
And,  tho'  in  the  striving,  death  he  reaped. 
The  Natio!)  lives  beside  his  crrave. 
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THE  VILLAGE  DECORATION. 


ALLAZUMA    MAUCK. 


XL 


HE  sexton  stands  bending  his  hand  on  the  gate, 

And  eagerly  watching  as  sooner  or  late, 
The  long  line  of  soldiers  will  wheel  into  view, 
With  garlands  of  flowers  their  dead  comrades  to  strew. 

Hark,  'tis  the  roll  of  the  faint  muffled  drum, 
The  crowd  now  is  pushing,  and  restless  become ; 
The  majestic  march,  and  the  tramp,  tramp  of  feet, 
Is  coming  still  nearer  with  grandeur  replete. 

The  sexton  unlocks,  and  now  opens  the  gate. 
The  column  moves  forward  to  where  each  inmate 
Is  lying  asleep  in  his  cold,  narrow  cell, 
Watched  over  the  while  by  a  bronze  sentinel. 

The  service  rings  out  sweet  and  clear  on  the  air; 
The  children  strew  flowers  and  flags  everywhere ; 
The  "cups"  are  repeated,  the  last  hymn  is  sung, 
Three  volleys  are  fired  the  tombstones  among. 

As  the  echo  resounds  to  the  hills  far  away, 
The  men  swing  in  line  as  in  battle  array. 
While  the  smoke  rises  clear  like  incense  to  the  skies. 
Or  the  freed  happy  souls  in  triumph  they  rise. 

The  column  moves  on  at  the  old  drummer's  sign, 
There  are  feeble  and  tottering  men  in  the  line, 
And  back  to  the  village  they  take  their  slow  way. 
Will  they  all  march  again  one  year  from  today  ? 

The  only  Grand  Army  is  passing  away, 
Its  numbers  grow  fewer  each  thirtieth  of  May ; 
May  each  comrade  strive  to  be  noble  and  true, 
And  meet  all  again  in  the  last  Grand  Review. 
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HISTORY  OF  AN  ACROSTIC. 


MRS.  ELIZA   G.   BREWER-KEMBLE. 

The  following  acrostic  is  dedicated  in  grateful  remembrance  to 
the  late  Mrs.  Edgar  B.,  nee  Elizabeth  Danforth  Jewett,  wife  of  ex- 
Mayor  Jewett  of  Buffalo,  N.  Y.,  who  passed  into  spirit  life,  Wednes- 
day morning,  the  9th  of  August,  1905 — aged  59  years.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Jewett  were  both  born  in  Ann  Arbor,  Michigan,  residing  there 
during  their  early  life,  later  taking  up  their  residence  in  Buffalo, 
N.  Y.  Shortly  before  Thanksgiving,  1904,  invitations  were  issued 
to  the  members  of  the  family  of  the  Home  for  the  Friendless,  (old 
ladies)  that  the  pleasure  of  their  company  was  requested  in  the 
chapel,  by  the  Ladies  of  the  executive  Board  of  Managers.  After  a 
half  hour  chat,  the  time  being  interspersed  with  music,  the  guests  ad- 
journed to  the  dining  hall  where  a  fine  tea  was  served. 

The  maids  were  all  aglow  with  smiles,  w^hile  the  matron  and 
nurses  directed  the  affair  with  a  calm,  collected  air.  The  lady  man- 
agers of  the  board  were  present,  speaking  friendly  words,  and  seeing 
that  all  were  bountifully  served.  One  of  the  old  ladies,  an  invalid, 
found  upon  taking  her  seat  at  the  table,  that  there  was  no  carnation - 
pink  on  her  plate,  as  upon  the  other  plates.  She  mentioned  this  to 
the  late  Mrs.  Jewett,  to  whom  the  acrostic  is  dedicated,  who,  after  a 
few  words  of  sympathy,  turned  away,  returning  soon  to  pin  at  the 
left  side,  a  pink,  remarking  kindly  that  perhaps  the  flower  had  fallen 
under  the  table.  After  refreshments  the  pink  was  found  by  the  old 
lady,  lying  under  the  table,  broken.  It  was  picked  up  and  tenderly 
cherished  by  the  invalid  lady,  being  carried  to  her  room.  Is  it  not 
true  that  this  broken  flower  is  emblematic  of  the  broken  chain  of  life, 
while  the  perfect  flower  is  figurative  of  an  unbroken  link  in  the 
spirit  world  of  love  and  truth? 
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THE  HEART-BROKEN  GIRL  OF  THE  SOUTH. 


2) 


JOSEPH    C.    LEE. 

OWN  in  the  sunny  Southland, 
Where  the  gentle  breezes  blow, 

I  try  to  forget  my  Johnny-boy, 
I  left  back  in  the  northern  snow. 

Oh  !  Johnny,  I  ne'er  can  forget  you. 
Although  you  are  far  away ; 

While  I  am  down  in  the  sunny  South, 
Win  you  sometimes  think  of  me? 

Oh  !  will  you  not  a  moment  delay  ? 

Please  give  me  an  early  reply. 
Down  in   this   lonely   Southland, 

I  think  I  will  surely  die. 

I  have  a  letter  from  dear  Johnny  ; 

He  writes  he  is  very  sick. 
Where  is  my  pen  and  paper?  I  want 

To  answer  his  letter  quick  ! 

I  received  another  letter; 

It  was  written  by  cousin  Ned  ; 
There  is  sad  news,  dear  mother. 

He  writes  me  poor  Johnny  is  dead. 

The  pleasures  of  the  Southland 

Are  over  for  me  now ; 
I  must  sadly  return  to  Johnny's  grave 

Back  in  the  northern  snow. 
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AN  ANGEL  VISITANT. 


S.    K.    ALLISON. 


H 


N  angel  closed  her  out-stretched  wings, 

And  stood  upon  our  earth. 
She  longed  to  hear  the  home-birds  sing; 

But  lonely  was  the  hearth. 
She  spread  her  wings  and  flew  away, 

Till  o'er  a  battle  ground, 
She  paused  awhile  where  the  dying  lay, 

With  wounded  all  around. 

Chorus : 
Oh,  angel,  sweet  angel,  be  near  us, 

In  the  battle  and  strife  at  dawn ; 
And  angel,  sweet  angel,  be  near  us, 

When  the  night  of  death  comes  on. 

She  closed  her  pinions  one  by  one. 
And  bent  down  by  their  side. 

She  succor  gave  till  the  day  was  done, 
When  the  beautiful  angel  cried. 

She  hushed  to  sleep  the  soldier  boy, 
And  the  father  by  his  side. 

"We  fought  for  truth,"  they  said  in  joy, 
And  the  beautiful  angel  cried. 

And  now  we  lay  us  down  to  sleep. 

And  in  our  sleep  we  die : 
And,  beautiful  angel,  do  not  weep. 

For  our  mansion  must  be  nigh. 
In  a  vision,  she  saw  a  desolate  home, 

She  saw  how  brave  men  die; 
She  breathed  a  prayer  for  Kingdom  come, 

Where  angels  need  not  cry. 
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SPRINGTIME  OF  LOVE. 


CARRIE    B.    VlfiREBOME. 


^^  HE  flowers  fair  are  blooming  'round  my  home  so  far  away. 
VW     The  birds  are  singing  gaily  as  of  yore; 
And  it  calls  me  back  in  memory  to  childhood's  happy  days ; 
And  I  long  to  live  those  happy  days  once  more. 

Awaiting  at  the  doorstep,  with  their  hands  outstretched  to  greet  me, 

Stand  my  parents  in  the  sarne  old  loving  way 
As  I  left  them,  in  Love's  Springtime  when  I  went  to  seek  my  fame, 

In  the  great,  wide  world  that  long  departed  day. 

No  matter  how  hard  I  try  I  can  never  forget  my  home. 

How  I  long  to  roam  those  shady  paths  again ! 
Could  I  have  my  happy  childhood  back,  I'd  fain  give  up  all  else; 

For  after  childhood,  life  is  naught  but  pain. 
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DREAMING,  SWEETLY    DREAMING. 


H 


MRS.   EMMA  JONES  PLASTERS. 

T  the  midnight  hour, 

When  all  Nature's  dreaming. 
She  hovers  o'er  my  lonely  couch. 

In  my  slumbers,   seeming. 
The  same  sweet  form  I  loved  so  well, 

When,  in  life's  youthful  hours. 
We  strolled  together  hand  in  hand. 

Among  the  trees  and  flowers. 

Chorus : 

Come,  sweetheart  of  old,  we'll  wander  again, 

Among  the  bright  flowers  and  red  clover. 
The  wild  rose  is  blooming ;  the  robin  is  gay  ; 

The  brown  partridge  calls  to  her  lover. 
We'll  stroll  hand  in  hand,  and  talk  of  the  day 

Your  dear  promise  to  me  was  given. 
Alas,  I've  been  dreaming,  I'm  sad  and  alone ; 

But  I'm  with  you  tonight,  love,  in  Heaven. 

I  hold  her  in  my  arms, 

To  my  bosom  pressing, 
Murmuring  softly  words  of  love,    • 

Fond  her  brow  caressing; 
The  bright,  sweet  vision  fades, 

Morning's  light  is  breaking, 
And  my  heart  so  drear  and  lonely, 

Fears  the  sad  awakening. 
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EARTH'S   JOYS    AND    SORROWS. 


H 


EDITH     BOI<AN. 

T  was  only  a  little  log  cabin; 

But,  Oh !  so  clean  and  neat, 
And  it  made  a  home  for  a  mother, 

And  her  family  of  three. 

There  they  played  around  the  doorway, 

So  happy,  light  and  gay, 
With  never  a  thought  of  the  morrow. 

Or  that  trouble  might  come  their  way. 

Years  passed,  and  they  grew  to  manhood. 
And  away  to  seek  fortune  they  went, 

With  often  a  thought  of  mother, 
A  few  short  years  they  spent. 

But  one  day  there  came  a  message, 
It  was  brief,  Oh!  what  it  meant! 

For  it  was  of  home  and.  mother. 

Where  so  many  h.appy  years  were  spent. 

Then  quickly  they  darted  homeward, 
All  burdened  down  with  grief ; 

There  would  be  no  mother  to  welcome, 
Or  press  a  kiss  on  each  cheek. 

And  when  they  reached  home,  they  laid  her 
In  a  new-made  grave  on  the  hill, 

Where  the  little  birds  at  twilight 

Would  chirp,  and  seem  to  say,  "Farewell." 

And  when  twilight  softly  gathers. 

And  daily  toil  is  done, 
A  message  seems  to  come  from  Heaven, 

Saying,  "Good-night !"  to  each  one. 

And  when  earthly  toils  are  ended. 

And  they  leave  all  earthly  care, 
Picture  the  joy  in  Heaven, 

Of  the  mother  waiting  there  ! 
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SKIFF  OF  YESTERDAY, 


WM.  t.  SKANKS. 


S 


AIL  on,  O  ship,  of  hope  and  faith ! 

Out  from  the  misty  harbor  of  morn ! 

Into  the  broad  fair  channel  of  day. 
Wing  on  Hke  a  bird  in  easy  grace, 

And  swerve  not  from  thy  way 

Lest  thy  course  be  wrong,  my  ship ! 
Sail  on,  O  ship,  of  hope  and  faith. 

Sail  on,  frail  skiff,  of  yesterday ! 

Sail  on,  O  ship,  of  hope  and  faith, 

Sail  on  upon  yon  ocean  gray  ! 

For  e'er  and  e'er  you  may  be  gone, 
Whilst  with  hope  and  faith  we  watch  alone 

At  last  to  scan  thy  fragile  form,  O  ship; 

Far  out  upon  the  boundless  sea ! 
Sail  on,  O  ship  of  hope  and  faith, 

Sail  on,  frail  skiff,  of  vesterday ! 
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A  LOOK 


ELIZABETH    WILSON   THOMAS. 


S 


OMETIMES  there  comes  a  day  darker,  more  dreary. 
Than  all  other  days  that  make  the  season's  round; 
A  day  when  the  heart  and  mind  alike  are  weary, 
Wherein  no  peace  is  found : 


When  soul-tears  dim  the  inner  vision,  blinding 
The  eye  of  faith — and  unresponsive  to  my  longing, 

Seems  every  heart.    Even  Heaven  seems  past  the  finding. 
Chaotic  thoughts  come  thronging. 

None  on  earth  gives  more  than  a  passing  thought.     Unheeding 
All  go  their  way.  Does  one  in  Heaven's  hosts  care  aught  for  me? 
A  face  comes  up  reproachful,  a  look  divinely  pleading, 
"Did  not  I  die  for  thee  ?" 

I  hang  my  head  in  shame,  in  sorrow  for  the  grieving. 

"Yea,  Lord,  Thou  didst  and  'twas  just  such  as  I, 
Unmindful  of  the  prophets,  of  the  promise,  unbelieving 

That  Thee  did  crucify." 
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MADRID !  O,  MADRID,  THEN  WHY  MUST  I  ROAM ! 


XL 


rEa  Evangeline  de  pierrE. 
HE  gray  dawn  was  breaking  one  bright  day  in  June, 

When  I  left  the  old  home  and  town  of  my  birth. 
For  your  bonnie  country  afar  o'er  the  sea, 

Ne'er  to  return  to  dear  old  Madrid. 
To  dear  old  Madrid,  to  dear  old  Madrid ! 

Ne'er  to  return  to  old  Madrid ! 
O,  Madrid,  O,  Madrid  is  far  over  the  sea; 

I  ne'er  can  return  to  dear  old  Madrid. 

Wherever  I  roam,  by  land  or  by  sea, 

My  heart's  in  Madrid  afar  over  the  sea, 
London  or  Paris  or  the  Golden  City, 

Never,  Ah  !  never  would  I  compare  with  thee, 
Madrid,  O,  Madrid,  then  why  must  I  roam 

So  far,  far  away  from  my  friends  and  my  home! 
Madrid,  O,  Madrid,  then  why  must  I  roam 

So  far,  far  away  from  my  friends  and  my  home! 

Farewell  to  the  maidens  of  dear  old  Madrid ! 

Farewell  to  the  hearts  that  are  always  so  true ! 
Farewell  to  the  sky  that  is  always  so  blue ! 

My  heart  is  near  broken,  but  no  sign  do  I  show. 
When  I  left  the  old  home  and  town  of  my  birth, 

For  your  bonnie  country  afar  o'er  the  sea, 
Ne'er  to  return  to  dear  old  Madrid, 

Ne'er  to  return  to  dear  old  Madrid. 

Farewell  to  your  green  fields  where  primroses  bloom ! 

Farewell  to  your  brooklets  where  fishes  do  swim ! 
Farewell  to  the  maiden  that  lies  in  your  church-yard ! 

Farewell  to  the  sound  of  the  old  tambourine ! 
Never,  Oh  !  never,  Oh  !  never  can  I 

Return,  Oh !  never,  to  dear  old  Madrid, 
Never,  Oh  !  never,  Oh  !  never  can  I 

Return,  Oh  !  never  to  dear  old  Madrid. 
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WHERE  IS  THE  OLD  FASHIONED  HOUSE  I  WAS 
BORN  IN. 


To  my  friend,  Miss  Cody. 


m. 


REA  Evangeline  de  pierrE. 

HERE  is  the  old  fashioned  house  I  was  born  in? 

Have  the  old  folks,  my  sisters  and  brothers  all  gone  ? 
'Tis  twice  one  and  twenty  long"  years  since  I  left  here.  ' 
Said  a  heartbroken  wanderer  on  returning  home. 


Where  are  all  my  school-mates  I  loved  so  well, 

And  the  old  gray-haired  master  that  called  out  the  roll  ? 

In  the  old  fashioned  school  at  the  foot  of  the  hill, 
On  the  shiny  side  of  the  old  country  road. 

Oh  !  for  the  old  fashioned  master ! 

Oh !  for  the  old  fashioned  school ! 

Oh !  for  the  bright  summer  mornings, 

When  we  scrolled  down  the  old  country  road, 

Picking  the  hawthorne  blossoms 

On  our  way  to  the  old-fashioned  school. 

Our  school  it  was  small,  just  one  room,  that's  all, 
Eight  desks  in  the  center,  four  windows  in  the  walls, 

But  where  is  the  clock  that  stood  at  the  door, 

That  told  us  the  hour  when  school-time  was  o'er  ? 

Where  is  the  chair  that  our  good  master  sat  on, 

With  his  feet  on  the  fender. 
While  the  fagots  did  blaze  ? 

He  boasted  no  riches,  refinement  or  birth, 
But  he  was  well  beloved  by  us  children  always. 
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CITY  OF  SUNSHINE. 


c 


Eva  carter  buckner. 

ITY  of  Sunshine  home  so  dear, 

Where  the  skies  are  ever  clear, 
Where  the  purest  waters  flow. 
And  the  mountain  breezes  blow ; 
With  the  grand  old  peak  in  view. 
And  the  scen'ry  ever  new. 
Though  from  thee  I  far  may  roam. 
Thou  art  still  my  cherished  home. 

Chorus : 

Oh !  why  did  I  roam 

From  my  dear  mountain  home? 

The  breeze  seems  to  be 

Whispering  to  me. 

City  of  Sunshine,  I  speed  thee  a  line, 

No  longer  I  yearn,  I  gladly  return. 

Gladly,  gladly,  I  return. 

At  morning's  early  hour. 
While  the  dew's  yet  on  the  flower. 
And  when  evening  shadows  fall, 
Sweetest  mem'ries  I  recall ; 
There  are  other  places  fair  to  see ; 
But  there  are  none  so  dear  to  me ; 
And  my  heart  it  breathes  a  sigh. 
Fain,  ah !  fain  to  thee  I'd  fly. 
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XL 


TRUE  LOVE. 


M.   ALICE    MILLER. 

WO  souls  have  met  as  one 
In  their  swift  course  o'er  Life's  sea, 

Two  Hves  are  merged  in  one. 
Through  all  eternity. 

True  love  binds  souls  together, 
Love  pure  and  deep  and  strong, 

Love  that  rides  victorious 

O'er  waves  from  every  storm. 

Love  that  o'erlooks  a  weakness, 

Love  that  tries  to  uphold, 
Through  temptation,  sorrow  or  sickness; 

The  love  that  never  grows  cold. 

Such  love  makes  our  lives  holy, 
It  turns  our  thoughts  above, 

To  One  who  gave  His  life  for  us, 
One  that  knows  how  to  love. 
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TAKE  ME  BACK  ELEVEN  AND  FOUR. 


E.   BLANCHE    SALE. 


® 


H !  let  me  dream  a  little  while  tonight, 
Of  the  dear,  good  old  days  of  yore. 

Take  me  back  to  childhood  days, 
Take  me  back  to  eleven  and  four ! 

Oh !  take  me  back  to  the  fields  so  dear, 

Let  me  wander  there  as  before ; 
Take  me  back  where  the  brier  berries  grow, 

Take  me  back  to  eleven  and  four ! 

Tak  me  back  to  the  old  orchard  trees. 
Let  me  taste  the  fruits  once  4nore ; 

Take  me  back  to  the  laughing,  little  brook, 
Take  me  back  to  eleven  and  four ! 

Take  me  back  to  the  little  school-house, 
And  my  friends  I  love  and  adore ; 

Let  me  hunt  the  flowers,  and  wade  the  streams. 
Take  me  back  to  eleven  and  four ! 

Take  me  back  to  my  humble  little  home. 

Let  me  quietly  rest  once  more. 
Oh !  give  me  back  my  childish  toys. 

Take  me  back  to  eleven  and  four ! 

Take  me  back  to  my  gray-haired  mother, 

Sitting  in  the  old  kitchen  door, 
Let  me  eat  once  more  her  jams  and  cakes. 

Take  me  back  to  eleven  and  four ! 

Oh  !  take  me  back  to  my  flowers  and  woods, 
Years,  Oh!  back  to  eleven  and  four; 

Oh  !  loved  pines !  whisper  my  soul  to  sleep, 
To  rest  me  forevermbre ! 
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BROKEN-HEARTED  PARENTS. 


® 


JNO.   M.   HUBBARD. 

N  the  Cumberland  Mountain,  one  cold  winter  day, 

I  met  a  poor  stranger  with  hair  turning  gray, 
He  said, "'I've  been  out  here  since  the  breaking  of  day  ; 
My  child's  married  a  drunkard,  and  gone  far  away." 

Chorus : 

Young  ladies,  young  ladies,  have  a  care  what  yau  do ! 
Never  marry  a  man  whose  heart  is  not  true. 
I've  been  through  it  and  seen  many  a  sad  sight ; 
Ere  I'd  marry  a  drunkard,  I  would  die  tonight. 

Girls,  if  you'd  live  long,  and  see  Heaven  when  you  die. 
Have  no  dealings  with  drunkards ;  but  pass  them  all  by ! 
Shun  them  as  serpents,  always  when  they  are  nigh. 
Mind  well  your  parents;  do  not  court  on  the  sly. 

Many  a  mother's  heart  is  broken  today ; 

Many  a  wife  wears  a  sad  face,  they  say ; 

For  their  husbands  are  spending  their  money  for  drink. 

Were  there  no  better  men,  the  old  earth  would  shrink. 

You  should  comfort  your  mother  in  her  declining  years ; 
You  should  cause  her  joy  instead  of  sad  tears. 
Though  you  seek  the  world  over,  there's  no  friend  like  mother. 
Think  of  her  tender  care,  and  do  not  trouble  her. 
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EASTER   LILY. 


N.   L.    EDWARDS. 


IE 


ASTER  lily,  pure  and  white, 

Emblem  of  eternal  light, 
Thee  we  welcome  at  this  time. 
As  type  of  a  Life  Divine, 
Type  of  love  and  purity, 
And  of  the  eternity.  * 

Emblem  of  eternal  light, 

Clothed  in  spotless  robes  of  white. 

Thy  coming  in  the  early  spring, 

Doth  to  us  a  lesson  bring. 

Of  Him,  who  died  and  rose  again, 

That  we  eternal  life  might  claim. 

From  thy  robe  so  white  and  pure, 
We  thus  learn  much  to  endure 
For  Him,  Whom  for  all  was  slain 
That  we  a  robe  thus  pure  might  gain. 
Then  clothed  in  all  His  purity. 
We'll  enter  upon  eternity. 

Then  as  we  hear  the  welcome  voice, 
Of  Him,  in  whom  we  shall  rejoice, 
At  His  feet  we'll  cast  our  burden, 
Being  worn  and  heavy  laden, 
Praising  Him,  who  once  was  slain, 
Who  for  us  died  and  rose  again. 

Thus  when  this  mortal  life  is  o'er, 
We  shall  dwell  on  that  eternal  shore. 
Dwell  with  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Who  with  the  Holy  Ghost  are  one, 
One  in  love,  truth  and  purity, 
As  ever  in  the  Trinity. 
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MUSIC  OF  THE  MOONLIGHT  DREAM. 


CHAS.  ROSS  WEEDE. 


© 


ILVER  the  smile  of  the  pure  dreaming  moon ; 
Peacefully  slumbers  the  night  world  serene ; 
Splendidly  sparkles  the  spangled  stars, 
Glowing  with  glories  of  the  diamond's  gleam. 

Sleeps  the  still  night  in  its  fairyland  beauty ; 
Breezes  are  bringing  the  oreath  of  wild  rose; 
Shadowy  land,  like  the  vague  misty  past, 
Magic  in  the  summer  night's  silent  repose. 

Softly,  away,  in  the  halcyon  night  lands. 

Placidly  flows  a  soft,  purling  stream, 

Shimmers  in  forest  land  then  through  the  meadow  land, 

Glimmers,  and  glistens  in  the  moonlight  gleam. 

Gently,  the  liquid,  glowing  dew  pearls, 
Cling  to  the  verdure,  and  the  night  dreams  on, 
While  sweetly  my  soul,  on  pure  passion's  pinions. 
Dreams  of  the  maiden,  of  my  love's  golden  dawn. 

Out  of  the  maze  of  vision  land  fancies. 
Coming  in  music  of  Love's  rhythmic  dream. 
There,  v/hite  robed,  advances  the  love  of  romances, 

My  angel,  mv  life,  and  m\  dream. 
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WHEN  THE  FRIENDLY  DARKNESS  COVERS. 


urn 


MRS.   J.   M.   JACKS. 

HEN  the*  friendly  darkness  covers, 

And  the  world  is  wrapped  in  sleep, 
We  may  meet  beneath  the  willows, 

Where  the  branches,  bending,  weep. 
We  may  meet,  and  breathe  our  secret 

Where  no  list'ning,  prying  ear 
Comes  to  hearken  to  the  story. 

That  our  fond  hearts  hold  so  dear.. 

Freer  ones  may  meet  in  gladness 

Where  the  sunbeams  smile  and  play, 
Stroll  along  the  busy  highway 

In  the  broad,  fair  light  of  day. 
Though  their  love  may  be  no  purer, 

Though  their  hearts  may  be  less  true, 
When  the  friendly  darkness  covers, 

Only,  may  I  come  to  you. 

When  the  friendly  darkness  covers, 

And  the  world  is  wrapped  in  sleep. 
Out  in  darkness,  friendly  darkness. 

We  our  secret  tryst  may  keep. 
Deeds  for  darkness  seem  unholy, 

And  each  fondly  beating  heart 
Whisper  softly  to  the  other. 

We  must  part,  dear,  we  must  part. 

Hold  me  closer,  kiss  me  sweeter — 

Ah  !  such  joy  can  never  last ! 
For  it  can't  be  long  till  morning, 

Time  has  fled  on  wings  so  fast. 
While  the  friendly  darkness  covers. 

Tell  again  thy  truth  and  love. 
Asking  for  divine  assurance 

From  the  all-wise  God  above. 


GEMSOFPOESY  341 


THE   INVITATION   OF  JESUS. 


MRS.   S.  C.   KELLY. 


c 


OME  unto  Me,  O,  heart-sick  soul, 
Come  now,  and  I  will  make  you  whole ! 
Your  sins  are  black,  you  need  not  say ; 
For  I  will  take  them  all  away. 
Remember  whom  He  came  to  save. 
When  you  stand  beside  the  cruel  grave 
Of  buried  hope's  ambitions  high. 
So  gently,  then,  will  Christ  draw  nigh. 

Listen,  will  you !     His  message  hear. 

Or  will  you  turn  a  cold,  deaf  ear? 

I  will  give  you  back  your  once  fair  name, 

Will  bear  your  sorrow  and  your  shame. 

Give  you  knowledge  to  make  you  wise, 

To  shun  the  evil,  the  sin  despise, 

Will  send  you  forth  in  God's  pure  air, 

A  creature  new  to  do  and  dare. 

Free  from  the  habit  that  destroys. 
The  tem.per  fierce  that  oft  annoys. 
Free  from  the  slavish  yoke  of  sin. 
And  make  you  pure  and  white  within. 
That  when  to  earth  you  bid  adieu, 
A  home  of  light  in  the  city  new, 
Will  you  not  heed  this  faithful  Friend, 
Before  your  fleeting  life  shall  end  ? 
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REVELATION, 


MINNIE    ANITA    WILLIAMS. 
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DREAMED  that  I  had  crossed  the  River  of  Life, 
And  reached  the  gates  of  the  "City  Beyond," 
When  I  saw  in  the  mirror  of  the  crystal  stream 
A  shriveled  and  misshapen  thing 
Which  seemed  to  mock  my  presence  there, 
"Oh !  Child  of  the  Earth !"  said  an  unknown  voice, 
"That  is  the  soul  thou  bringest  here! — 
Forgotten  in  the  pride  of  thy  worldly  mind. 
Blighted  and  dwarfed  by  thy  selfish  ease !" 
Then,  though  the  warden  flung  wide  the  gate, 
I  dared  not  enter  "The  Cit)-  Beyond," 
For  I  feared,  alas !     Alas,  I  feared. 
For  that  pitiful  wreck  that  was  called  my  soul. 

I  am  glad  because  of  that  vision  lare, 

For  I  feel  the  thrill  of  the  unknown  voice 

And  an  entrance  crave  to  the  city  beyond. 

So  ril  bestow  no  more  with  stinted  hand 

Nor  withhold  the  loving  thought  and  w6rd ; 

But  I'll  give,  and  toil,  till  I've  given  myself. 

And  buried  my  pride  in  sacrifice. 

So  that  out  of  the  service,  and  forth  from  the  strife, 

Will  come  the  developed  and  glorified  soul. 
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THE  TWILIGHT  HOUR. 


OIvlVER    A.     MAURER. 


m 


UST  pleasantly  falleth  the  twilight, 

When  labor  stoops  willing  to  ease ; 
When  out  of  the  lengthening  shadows, 

Eike  lilies  "mong  the  dead  leaves. 
Spring  up  in  their  dear  living  beauty 

Fair  memories,  homestead  and  friend, 
And  all  that  our  youth  had  once  cherished, 

In  the  twilight's  sweet  magic  they  blend. 

Ah !  then  is  ambition  forgotten. 

And  cast,  as  the  dead  rose,  aside. 
When  loved  ones  with  spirit-like  footstep 

Before  me  all  silently  glivl". 
Away  in  the  gathering  darkness. 

Sweet  voices  in  melody  roll. 
And  the  balm  of  the  music  most  heavenl} 

Sinks  deep  in  my  world-wearied  soul. 

There's  a  charm  in  the  dim  mystic  shadows. 

As,  dreaming,  I  sit  there  alone ; 
And  the  spell  of  the  fast  fleeing  moments. 

Compels  me  through  memory  to  roam ; 
Till,  lost  all  to  self  and  surroundings, 

I  feel  not  my  weakness  nor  gloom. 
For  the  dusk  of  the  evening  is  flooded. 

All  faintly  with   ^[enlor^•"s  perfume. 


344  GEMSOFPOESY 


SWEET  VOICES. 
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ADALINE  f.    ALDIS. 

WEETLY  now  and  softly  stealing, 
O'er  my  spirit  calm  and  free, 

Come  the  gentle  southwinds  telling" 
Of  their  mirth  and  minstrelsy. 

Sweetly  now —  and  sweet  forever, 
Deep  within  my  soul  doth  lie 

Songs  and  voices  heard  of  never, 
Music  that  can  never  die. 

Thus  it  is  within  my  being, 

Dreams  and  fancies,  fond  and  fair, 

Do  possess  me  with  their  seeming. 
Fill  my  life  with  beauty  rare. 

So  responsive  to  the  voices. 

Clustering  closely  'round  my  way  ; 

Life  is  sweet — my  heart  rejoices, 
Ever  I  would  bid  them  stay. 

Chorus : 

List —  list —  the  winds  are  whispering, 
And  they  chant  so  sweet  and  clear ; 

That  my  soul  awakes  within  me 
Ravished  bv  the  sounds  I  hear. 
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THE  PRICELESS  GIFT. 


XL 


MRS.    MEUSSA   S.   BARTON. 

HE  birthday  gift,  my  darling  boy, 

Thy  mother's  love,  and  greetings  of  joy ; 
Thy  mother's  love,  tender  and  pure, 
\^^ill  never   fail,  but  ever  endure. 


No  gems  of  earth  with  love  compare, 

The  jeweled  crowns  that  kings  may  wear, 

Fairest  pearls,  rubies  most  rare. 

Grow  dim  when  you  them  with  love  compare. 

Gold,  like  the  sunlight,  sparkling,  bright, 
Diamonds  that  flash  with  radiant  light. 
All  the  wealth  of  world's  fair  to  the  sight, 
Compared  with  love,  are  dark  as  night. 

This  priceless  gift  of  Heavenly  birth 
I  send  to  you  is  not  of  earth ; 
T'was  given  to  me  from  Heaven  above 
By  God,  Whose  holy  name  is  Love. 

He  dwells  in  courts  of  glory  bright ; 
He  rules  and  reigns  in  kingly  might. 
His  throne  is  in  Heaven  high  above, 
His  name,  Jehovah,  God  of  Love. 

This  precious  gem,  divinely  fair, 
The  stainless  robe  that  angels  wear. 
The  river  pure  of  living  light, 
Forever  flowing,  in  God's  sight. 

Ocean  of  boundless  purity 

Rolling  through  all  eternity, 

Its  silvery  waves  gemmed  with  love's  light, 

Trilling  love's  songs  of  pure  delight ; 

Its  crystal  waters,  free  of  foam. 

Softly  murmur,  "Heaven,  love's  home." 
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I  MUSED  THERE  ALONE. 
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CLAKA    THACKRAY    HYDE 

S  i  sat  in  the  twilight  of  a  summer's  day, 

With  the  shadows  forming,  the  winds  held  sway ; 
The  flowers  blooming,  and  nodding  to  greet 
With  their*  fragrance  around,  and  close  to  my  feet, 
I  mused  there  alone. 

I  thought  of  the  loved  ones  who  had  gone  on  before, 
Their  presence  was  'round  me,  tho'  seen  here  no  more. 
In  my  grief  I  had  cried- — "Thou  art  lost  now  to  me!" 
The  loved  forms,  I  would  no  more  sec, 
And  I  mused  there  alone. 

Their  presence  I  felt  in  the  evening  breeze. 
In  the  rustling  leaves  of  the  whispering  trees  ; 
And  I  reach  out  to  hold  in  warm  arms'  grasp, 
But  they  fall  by  my  side  in  empt}^  clasp. 
And  1  mused  there  alone. 

Tell  me,  dear  ones,  are  you  happy  and  blest? 
Shall  I  love  and  know  you  from  all  the  rest  ? 
Will  those  eyes  of  blue,  tlie  violet's  own  hue. 
Look  love' into  mine,  so  loving  and  true? 
Thus  I  nnised  there  alone. 

Thought  of  the  home  of  our  loved  over  there 
Where  the  flowers -ever  bloom,  the  skies  ever  fair. 
No  sorrows  or  parting,  but  happy  forever. 
I  thought  of  the  meeting  which  Death  cannot  sever, 
As  I  mused   there  alone. 

On  the  breezes  that  blow,  there's  a  message  I  know 
From  the   whispering  spirits- — that  ''all   will  be  well." 
Then  with  patience  we  wait,  to  meet  at  the  gate. 
Our  loved  ones  and  our  own,  in  that  haven  of  rest. 
Thus  T  mused  there  ninne. 
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'MID  APPLE  TREES  IN  BLOSSOM. 


HAROLD    VAN    DEUSEN. 
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WAS  standing"  on  the  pier, 

Having  wandered  many  a  year, 
Waiting  for  my  good,  old  ship  to  take  me  home, 

And  my  thoughts  forever  stray, 

To  that  home  so  far  away. 
Where  my  loved  ones  ever  wait  for  me  to  come. 

'Mid   apple  trees  in  blossom  they  are  waiting, 
For  the  one  who  is  so  far  across  the  foam, 

As  the  evening  shades  are  falling. 

They,  in  fancy,  hear  him  calling, 
*'I'I1  be  with  you  when  the  blossoms  bloom  at  home." 

There's  the  dear  old  village  school. 
Where  I  learned  life's  golden  rule, 
And  the  way  to  hook  the  apples  by  the  light  of  the  moon; 

No>v  my  heart  beats  light  and  gay. 

For  my  mother  and  sweetheart  May, 
Will  be  waiting  where  the  apple  blossoms  bloom. 
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ROCK  ME  TO  SLEEP  IN  MY  LITTEE  CANOE. 


WILLIAM    WOOD. 


ia 


OCK  me  to  sleep  in  my  little  canoe, 

Mother  me,  Lakelet,  and  lull  me  to  rest ; 

Heaving  and  falling  so  gently,  1  feel 

Slumber  in  closing  my  eyes  on  thy  breast.. 

Rock  me  to  sleep  in  my  little  canoe, 

With  shadows  of  shores  for  curtains  and  walls  ; 

And  music  far  sweeter  than  symphony  strains, 
By  whistle  of  whip-poor-will's  amorous  calls. 

Rock  me  to  sleep  in  my  little  canoe. 

With  stars  twinkling  bright  in  the  azure  above ; 
As  tenderly  hush  me  to  sleep  in  thy  arms, 

As  mother  once  hushed  me,  the  child  of  her  love. 

Rock  me  to  sleep  in  my  little  canoe, 

But  hold  back  the  steeds  of  fly-away  night ; 

Charm  me  with  dreams  of  the  bliss  that  abides, 
For  rest  on  thy  bosom  is  passing  delight. 

Oh !  give  me  once  more  the  blessed  delight, 
Which  nothing  but  Nature  ever  can  do. 

Lakelet,  dear  Lakelet,  thy  favor  I  crave ; 
Rock  me  to  sleep  in  my  little  canoe. 
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IS  IT  STILL  THE  SAME  AT  HOME  TODAY? 


IT 


CINTIE    BARTLETT-NERN. 

WONDER  is  it  just  the  same  at  home  today- 
Just  as  the  day  I  went  away? 
Is  the  apple  bloom  in  drift  so  sweet 
In  the  orchard  'round  about  our  feet, 
As  when  I  went  away? 

Is  the  pink  moss  rose  and  mignonette, 
The  lilac  buds  with  dew  all  wet, 
The  big",  old  spider  in  his  silver  net 
Swung  across  the  old  board  fence — 
Is  it  just  the  same  today? 

Is  the  big  road  gate  open  wide 
As  when  we  two  passed  through,  side  by  side, 
To  start  life's  journey  that  bright  May  day? 
How  full  of  promise  the  way  it  lay ! 
The  life  outside  the  old  home  gate — 
Is  it  just  the  same  today? 

The  branches  laden  with  luscious  fruit, 
The  orchard  path  with  its  long  grass  loops 
Which  entangled  our  feet,  our  hearts  as  well— 
This  orchard  path  so  long  forsook, — 
Oh !  is  it  the  same  today  ? 

The  poplar  tree  with  its  quivering  leaves, 
The  swallow's  nest  'neath  the  gabled  eaves. 
The  honeysuckle  by  the  gate 
The  hop-vine  on  the  trellis — wait ! 
Is  it  just  the  same  today? 

There  we  gathered  the  sweet  blue-bell 

One  fair  June  eve  long,  long  ago. 

And  now  it  seems  we  lay  our  heads 

On  the  bosom  of  Time, 

And  are  lost  to  this  womanhood  life  awhile. 

And  drift  away  to  the  sunny  slope 

The  dream  of  now — ^the  pleasures  of  then. 

Where  silvery  fountains  play. 

Oh !  tell  me  it  is  the  same  at  home  today  ! 
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PRAY  FOR  ONE  ANOTHER. 


MAkY    M.    CURRIER. 

James  v.  i6. 


H 


F  ever  again  1  am  tempted 

To  do  that  which  is  wrong, 
Or  to  leave  undone  any  duty, 

Or  to  leave  unsung  a  song; 
Oh !  may  this  thought  hasten  to  seek  me 

Wherever  I  may  be; 
"It  may  be  that  this  very  moment 

You  are  praying  for  me!" 

If  ever  again  you  are  tempted, 

If  sad  should  be  your  breast, 
If  heavy  should  seem  all  the  burdens. 

That  on  your  shoulders  rest. 
Oh  !  never  lose  heart  for  a  moment ; 

For,  maybe,  if  you  knew, 
It  is  when  your  way  is  darkest. 

That  I  am  praying  for  you. 
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IT  IS  ALWAYS  MORNING  SOMEWHERE. 


"B 


AMY  J.   COOK. 

T  is  always  morning  somewhere, 

After  the  night  has  passed, 
Though  the  storms  beat  low. 

They  cannot  forever  last; 
But  the  heart  bowed  down  with  sorrow. 

Is  often  too  sad  to  see 
The  rift  in  the  clouds  that  betokens 

The  place  where  the  sun  will  be. 

It  is  always  morning  somewhere, 
Though  the  sun  has  set  in  gloom; 

The  sun  will  be  always  shining, 
When  we  pass  beyond  the  tomb; 

Then  why  should  we  mind  trifles,  " 
That  sum  up  our  lives  each  day, 

When  the  sun  will  pierce  the  darkness, 

.    And  drive  all  the  clouds  away? 

Always  keep  your  eye  on  the  sunshine. 

Don't  mind  the'  shadowing, clouds. 
Look  up,  though  the  tear  drops  glisten, 

As  the  grave  some  dear  form  shrouds. 
The  day  will  be  bright  and  joyous, 

Where  our  dear  ones  are  free  from  care. 
Remember  that  always  and  ever, 

'Twill  be  morning  over  there. 
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ECHO  SONG. 


MARTHA    CAPPS    OLIVER. 
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ISING  and  falling  with  winds  that  are  blowing, 

List  to  the  measures  that  dreamily  float ! 
Soft  is  the  murmur  so  drowsily  flowing. 

Softer  the  echo  repeating  the  note. 
Now  'tis  a  ripple  of  silvery  laughter. 

Ringing  from  lips  that  are  merry  and  gay  ; 
Softly  repeating,  and  following  after 

Floats  the  faint  echo  away  and  away — 
Away —  away — 

Floating  forever,  away  and  away ! 

Now  'tis  the  call  of  demure  Utile  thrushes, 

Roused  from  their  slumbers,  all  up  and  a-wing. 
Rising  from  nests  hidden  deep  in  the  rushes, 

Piping  so  blithely  a  song  to  the  spring ; 
Now  'tis  the  jubilant  note  of  a  swallow. 

Sparing  as  if  it  were  seeking  a  star ; 
Now  'tis  the  pipe  of  the  blue-bird  we  follow. 

Floating  and  floating  in  echo  afar; 
Afar —  afar — 

Floating  forever,  afar  and  afar ! 

Oh !  but  the  echoes  are  calling  and  calling, 

Far  on  the  mountain  and  deep  in  the  glen, 
Out  where  the  waters  are  flowing  and  falling, 

Ofif  in  the  woodland  or  down  in  the  glen ; 
Whether  the  sound  is  of  singing  or  sighing. 

Cadence  of  song  or  the  birds'  roundelay, 
Still  the  fleet  zephyrs  forever  are  flying, 

Bearing  the  echoes  away  and  away 
Away —  away — 

Floating  forever,  away  and  away. 
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THINK  NOT  O-F  THE  PARTING. 


FRED   D.   CHICKS. 


M 


HY  mar  congenial  happiness, 

With  thought  of  a  parting  scene, 
When  the  soul  pours  forth  its,  bitterness 

And  the  heart  is  rent  in  twain? 
'Tis  true — life  lasts  not  always, 

And  come  a  parting  must ; 
But  let  remindmg  though.ts  be  staid, 

Until  we  turn  to  dust. 

For,  while  on  earth  we  be, 

Should  we  bear  fortune's  load. 
Of  companionship  and  what  else  we  need 

To  cheer  us  on  life's  road? 
We  will  at  best  have  "cares  and  pains, 

Yea !  more  than  e'er  we  dream. 
So  cling  not  to  unsightly  things. 

But  to  thoughts  supreme. 
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WAITING. 


MARY    LOUISA    LEACH. 


1S> 


REAMING  of  thee,  yes,  dreaming^ 

The  dreary  hours  away; 
Longing  to  see  my  dear  one, 

Counting  the  hours  each  day. 

Waiting  for  thee,  and  longing 
To  hear  thy  voice  so  sweet; 

Awaiting  anxiously  the  day 
When  we  again  will  meet. 

Wishing  thou  were  here,  love, 
To  cheer  my  lonely  heart ; 

Waiting  for  the  time  dear,  when 
We  no  ipore  shall  part. 

Looking  forward  to  that  ila\'. 
When  you'll  call  me  thine; 

Waiting,  watching  for  you. 
Sweetheart  of  mine. 
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♦HAVE  THEY  NOT  BEEN  WAITING  LONG  ENOUGH? 
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PAUI,    RUDOLPH    HARRIS. 

N  the  years  that  have  gone, 

Our  loved  ones,  one  by  one, 
Have  passed  to  their  home  beyond  the  sky; 
I've  waited  patiently, 
For  their  sweet  call  to  me. 
To  join  them  where  love  will  never  die. 

Oh !  yes,  I  know  they  wait, 

Not  far  from  Heaven's  gate ; 

Life's  pathway  for  them  is  no  more  rough. 

Our  loved  ones  are  calling. 

And  shades  of  night  falling, 

Have  they  not  been  waiting  long  enough? 

We  miss  their  bright  faces ; 

Vacant  are  their  places; 

But  in  our  hearts  throng  memories  dear. 

Yet  thoughts  of  our  meeting. 

And  their  joyful  greeting, 

Have  helped  us  to  check  the  falling  tear. 

My  work  on  earth  is  done, 

The  victory  is  won, 

Oh !  weep  not  for  me ;  but  rejoice ! 

For  in  that  home  above. 

The  world  of  endless  love, 

I'll  soon  sing  the  songs  so  sweet  and  choice. 

I.  too,  shall  soon  be  at  rest. 

No  more  by  pain  distressed ; 

I  will  then  be  with  our  Saviour  dear; 

We'll  meet  in  the  morning, 

Ending  our  sojourning. 

Where  perfect  love  shall  cast  out  all  our  fear. 

♦An  aged  mother,  dying,  referring  to  the  children  who  had  already  passed 
away,  asked,  "Have  they  not  been  waiting  long  enough?" 
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MY   LOVE   REMAINS   THE   SAME. 


BRADLEY    MORRAH. 
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CAN  ne'er  forget  the  day 

When  first  we  said  goodbye ; 
Fresh  in  my  memory  it  shall  ever  be, 

My  love  can  never  die. 
As  on  life's  stormy  sea  we  drift, 

We  may  never  meet  again : 
But,  though  all  the  world  should  come  between, 

My  love  will  be  the  same. 

Days  have  passed  since  then,  and  all 

Your  vows  are  broken  now  ; 
Years  may  pass,  and  time,  dear  heart, 

Set  its  signet  on  my  brow ; 
But  I  shall  always  be  the  same : 

No  time  can  change  my  love. 
Though  you've  been  false,  I  shall  be  true. 

And  constant  as  the  stars  above. 

Heart,  tonight  we  will  forget  her; 

We  will  bury  unkind  love  forever. 
In  its  grave  we'll  let  it  sleep 

And  pray  the  worms  its  dust  to  keep. 
O'er  its  grave  no  grass  will  grow, 

No  flowers  be  mad-a  to  bloom. 
All  will  be  poisoned  by  the  breath 

That  floats  from  out  the  tomb. 

My  love  is  still  the  same,  dear ; 

I  always  dream  of  you. 
Forget  not  I  am  constant, 

And  shall  never  prove  untrue. 
And  though  we  have  parted. 

And  may  never  meet  again. 
Remember  ever,  darling. 

My  love  is  still  the  same. 
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TAKE  THEIR  MEASURE. 


SIBYI.     SMITH. 

COBBLER  made  a  pair  of  shoes 

For  Johnny  Wonderwit : 
And  found,  when  Johnny  tried  them  on, 

The  shoes  would  never  fit. 
For,  lo !  he  had  not  seen  the  lad, 

His  measure  did  not  take ; 
So  all  his  work  was  labor  lost — 

A  very  grave  mistake. 

A  preacher  made  a  sermon  once. 

From  '  ~"'V<;  and  holv  writ : 
T,    .    r  nrv^^  1-nno-iip  ran  i^oll 

But  fouuu,  oil  Its  delivery. 

The  sermon  did  not  fit. 
Too  narrow  and  too  long  it  proved. 

He  found  it  cast  aside. 
Like  to  a  pair  of  useless  shoes, 

And  sorely  he  was  tried. 

The  sermon  was  so  beautiful. 

Begemmed  with  thoughts  so  rare, 
And  truths  so  grand  and  good  and  great, 

Arranged  with  patient  care. 
He  sought  the  cause  and  found  'twas  this 

No  measure  did  he  take. 
And  so  the  sermon  did  not  fit — 

A  very  grave  mistake. 

Then  forth  among  his  flock  he  goes, 

And  talks  with  each  in  turn ; 
He  finds  the  griefs  and  fears  of  each. 

And  strives  their  hearts  to  learn. 
And  thus  he  takes  their  measure  true. 

And,  when  the  time  permits. 
He  preaches  to  the  living  hearts, 

And  finds  his  sermon  fits. 
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NEPTUNE'S  CALL. 


FLORENCE    MORSE    MC   GOWN. 
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LD  Neptune  is  calling    t  me  as  of  yore ; 

The  waters  meet  heave   's  blue  dome. 
I  hear  the  great  waves,  as  tii.^_,  "  "^ak  on  the  <^ho* 

They'rC'iT.^i^'d'i'^,  a:iia''tinie,  dear  a  . 


The  sun  on  the  sand  is  glistening  today, 
The  ships  sail  far  out  on  the  main ; 

But  here  in  my  chamber,  I  smell  the  salt  spray, 
And  long  for  the  ocean  again. 

The  fisherman  draws  in  his  boat  on  the  beach. 

And  spreads  out  his  net  to  dry. 
While  the  roar  of  the  breakers  is  trying  to  reach 

The  place  where  I  listen  and  sigh. 

I'm  coming,  loved  one,  to  bask  in  the  gleam 
Of  waves  tinged  with  purple  and  blue. 

Your  voice  comes  to  me,  like  the  voice  in  a  dream. 
Of  a  sweetheart  so  tender  and  true. 
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GLADYS    A.     SHAVER. 

LL  glory  to  the  brave,  young  soldier  1 

He  deserves  his  laurels  well ; 
He  has  endured  from  Spanish  bullets 
What  no  human  tongue  can  tell. 

But  who  are  these  now  marching 
With  locks  of  driven  snow, 
In  spite  of  wear  and  tear  of  life, 
With  martial  step  though  slow  ? 

The  banner  there  before  them 
Has  waved  them  on  through  fights ; 
Though  torn  and  shot  and  tattered 
Its  stars  are  shining  bright. 

For  four  long  years  they  followed  it 
O'er  mountain,  stream  and  dell; 
.Through  jaws  of  death  they  followed  it  back 
Through  horrors  that  none  can  tell. 
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MAY   I.   TRABOLD. 

'VE  come  to  ask  a  question,  dear  heart, 

Which  has  long  tilled  my  bosom  with  pain, 
A  feeling  and  thought  I  wish  to  impart. 

Will  you  always  hold  sacred  my  name? 
I  ask  not  for  impossibilities,  dear. 

Nor  that  which  never  could  be. 
I  would  not  bring  to  your  eyes  a  tear, 

I  simply  ask — re-member  me  ! 

Think  not  of  me  in  mansions  grand. 

Where  shines  both  fame  and  glory. 
Where  throngs  are  eager  to  press  my  hand. 

And  repeat  my   life  in  story. 
But  in  thy  calm  memory  let  me  twine 

Where  dark  and  gloomy  visions  flee ; 
Ah,  then,  sweet  Cele,  be  this  the  time, 

I  humbly  pray — remember  me. 

Choose  not  a  path  of  precious  flowers 

To  point  out  my  future  way, 
Which  says,  "Go  forth,  devoid  of  sorrows. 

Let  praise  and  honor  hold  full  sway !" 
For  that  is  not  the  life  I  seek. 

Where  ease  and  comfort  sail  the  sea. 
Let  loud  the  voice  of  thunder  speak, 

And  bring  the  echo,  remember  me ! 

So  remember  me,  dear,  just  as  I  am, 

Plain,  simple-hearted,  kind  and  true, 
Not  one  that  stood  among  the  brave. 

Nor  one  that  wore  a  suit  of  blue ; 
But  one  that  will  stand  the  test  of  pain. 

And  suffer  in  silence   for  thine  and  thee, 
In  midnight  hours  comes  that  refrain, 

My  name,  and  then,  remember  me!     < 


f 
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DREAMING. 

MARY  FRANCES  HUERTH. 

ROM  over  the  tops  of  yon  mountains, 

The  sunset  has  faded  away, 
And  the  dew  with  the  twihght  is  falUng, 

Marking  the  close  of  the  day. 
The  din  of  the  dayUght  is  silent, 

And  night  with  a  sweet,  dreamy  calm, 
Wrapping  the  earth  in  its  shadows, 

Brings  rest  like  a  cool,  soothing  balm. 

And  the  night  winds  softly  caressing, 

Murmuring  gentle  and  low, 
Speaks  to  my  heart,  in  its  sadness. 

Of  summer  days  long,  long  ago. 
And  memories  rise  from  the  mystical  past, 

Thrilling  my  soul  with  its  pain, 
And  I  live  once  more  in  those  dear,  sunny  days, 

And  dream  youth's  fair  dreams  again.  . 

I  dream,  Ah !  I  dream  of  a  bright  sunny  land. 

Of  woodland  and  meadows  and  rills. 
And  a  cool  winding  river  that  passes  between. 
And  is  lost  in  the  shadowy  hills. 
That  magic  word  "home",  the  memory  it  wakens. 

The  echoes  of  voices  waft  back  through  the  night 
Like  the  fragrant  scent  of  a  poor  withei^ed  rose 

When  we  bring  it  again  to  the  light. 

Time,  cruel  Time,  in  your  wild  heedless  race, 

I  long  to  go  back  to  the  things  of  my  dreams, 
To  forget,  for  a  day,  the  things  as  they  are        ^ 

And  see  them  again  as  they  seemed ! 
To  greet  the  old  friends,  with  welcoming  hand, 

To  hear  the  gay  voices  again,  and  a  smile. 
Drift  away  to  youth's  fair  sunny  land. 

And  rest  my  world-weary  soul  for  awhile. 
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FIRST  VIOLETS. 


ULITA    M.   LEVER. 
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H  !  lift  your  pallid  faces  once  again, 

Wan  Vestals !    Are  you  pining  for  the  dim. 
Far-reaching  shadows  of  your  forest  fane, 

Where  every  wandering  zephyr  chants  a  hymn 
Among  the  leafy  arcades  and  the  low, 

Mysterious,  whispering  voices  of  the  woods 
Ascend  like  prayers  of  saints,  as  pure  as  snow 

Eternal,  on  vast  mountain  solitudes? 

Time  was  when  all  the  dreamy  air  around 

Trembled  and  throbbed  with  Spring's  approaching  feet, 
And  myriads  of  blossoms,  at  the  sound. 

Thrilled  into  being,  perfect  and  complete ; 
And,  in  the  solemn  hush  of  the  holy  eves. 

The  full  moon,  rising  o'er  the  cloudless  blue, 
Lets  fall  her  silver  mantle  through  the  leaves 

To  glorify  the  temple  where  you  grew. 

And  you  are  dying  now:    Your  censers  pour 
Their  last  sweet  tributes  on  the.  alien  breeze 

That  wings,  like  homing  dove  with  instinct  sure, 
Its  silent  flight  across  the  verdant  leas ; 

And,  swooning,  falls  upon  the  empty  shrine, 
Beneath  the  fragrant  burden  of  your  sighs — 

While  Heaven,  moved  to  pity  half  divine, 

"^  Rains  tears  of  dew  from  countless  starry  eyes. 
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FOR  ALL  OVER  THAT  PICNIC  GROUND. 
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tUCIAN    M.    ROBINSON. 

HE  southern  darkies  celebrate 

One  holiday,  that's  July  Fourth. 
They'll  work  the  cotton  and  the  corn 
Until  that  day,  for  all  they're  worth ; 
But,  when  that  happy  day  rolls  round. 
They're  sure  to  go  to  some  picnic  ground. 
They'll  partners  take,  and  dance  all  day 
Upon  the  sawdust  they've  put  down. 

Chorus : 
For  all  over  the  picnic  ground 
You'll  see  stands  set  up  around; 
Refreshment  booths  of  every  kind 
Are  all  over  the  picnic  ground. 

The  merry-go-round  is  busy  there. 
The  boys  and  girls  will  take  a  ride. 
They'll  make  a  date  for  a  wedding  cake, 
While  the  girls  their  blushes  hide. 
They  say  "You  must  ask  my  mamma. 
Papa'll  be  glad  if  you'll  go  'round. 
He's  tired  of  buying  me  a  new  dress 
To  spoil  each  year  on  the  picnic  ground." 
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( Tribute  of  the  Colored  American  Citizens  to  President  Tlieodon 

Roosevelt.) 

J.  A.   MCGILVRAY  JOHNS^  A.   M.,  PH.D. 

OD  save  our  noble  Chief ! 
Long  live  our  President ! 

God  save  our  Chief  ! 
May  he  the  nation  bless, 
And  rule  in  righteousness. 
Health,  peace  and  happiness ; 

God  save  our  Chief  ! 

Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King! 
Mortals,  give  thanks  and  sing ! 

God  save  our  Chief  ! 
The  Lord  and  King  adore, 
Triumphant  evermore. 
He  reigns  from  shore  to  shore ; 

God  save  our  Chief  ! 

And  when  the  waves  of  ire 
Shall  rise  on  seas  of  fire, 

God  save  our  Chief ! 
Let  clouds  that  onward  sweep, 
Let  thunders  loud  and  deep, 
Let  lightnings  overleap. 

Protect  our  Chief ! 

Then  when  his  w'ork  is  done, 
And  every  battle  won, 

God  save  our  Chief ! 
Bring  him  to  realms  of  bliss, 
Crown  him  in  holiness. 
Midst  shouts  more  loud  than  this, 

God  save  our  Chief! 
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A   SONG   OF   FRIENDSHIP. 


1^ 


IRA   I.    STERNER. 

E  hearts,  beat  time  to  measured  rhyme, 
And  urge  your  vital  hope  to  cHmb : 
That  ye  may  well  perform  }Our  part, 
Throb  upward  to  the  highest  Heart. 

E'en  though  these  hearts  of  living  clay 
Must  cease  their  throbbings,  and  decay, 
Rise  upward,  deathless  Energy, 
To   realms  of  immortality ! 

Now  gladly  tune  the  harp  of  praise 
To  sweeter  sounds  of  Heavenly  lays ; 
For  voices  grand  that  seem  to  die, 
Resume  their  music  in  the  sky. 

From  tones  of  earth-born  sympathy 
To  consummated  harmony, 
Let  all  the  chords  of  friendship  sound 
In  one  unending,  joyful  round. 

The  rays  of  human  friendship  dear 
Come  dimly  from  a  solar  beam, 
Whose  light  is  far  more  bright  and  clear, 
Than  earthly  eyes  can  ever  dream. 

The  perfect  incorporeal  Love 
That  joins  blest  souls  eternally, 
Draws  aspirations  far  above 
To  seek  Elysian  charity. 

True  friendship's  everlasting  song, 
Divine  in  origin  and  aim 
Shall  e'er  delight  the  angelic  throng 
With  incense  of  celestial  flame. 

While  holy  virgins'  ardor  glows 
To  breathe  their  fervent  prayer  above, 
Sweet  music  from  their  yearning  flows 
To  swell  the  symphony  of  love. 
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MAN'S  DESTINY. 


L.    E.    RICHARDSON. 
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IFE  is  a  journey  to  eternal  bliss. 

Why  should  I  dwell  always  in  a  world  like  this? 
Far  beyond  the  storm-beaten  tide, 
A  loving  Saviour  does  abide. 

Dame  Nature  spealjs  of  wondrous  things. 
And  to  our  hearts  sweet  pleasure  brings. 
Man  is  but  a  work  of  art ; 
Nature -here  did  well  her  part. 

Man's  powers  are  used  in  a  fretful  way 
To  bring  him  comforts  which  do  not  stay ; 
And,  though  he  may  toil  like  an  abject  slave 
For  the  pleasures  of  life,  his  end  is  the  grave. 

Mankind  should  strive  to  do  his  best, 
That  he  may  safely  reach  that  haven  of  rest, 
Where  the  secrets  of  life  shall  be  unfurled, 
Where  Nymphs  speak  only  of  a  spirit  world.       ^. 
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HELEN    TRIMBLE    HAYDEN. 

URNING  over  the  pages, 

Of  a  volume  laid  away, 
Fondly  pressed  between  them, 

I  found  a  flower  today. 
Its  once  fair  beauty  faded, 

Crushed  by  the  hand  of  Time, 
And  yet,  I  touched  it  gently, 

This  rose  of  "Auld  Eang  Syne." 

Only  a  withered  token, 

A  fragmentary  thing. 
But  Oh !  as  now  I  clasp  it, 

What  tender  mem'ries  cling 
Around  its  smothered  fragrance, 

Carried  from  Yester-cHme, 
Wafting  afresh  its  incense, 

Sweet  rose  of  "Auld  Lang  Syne" ! 


Glimpses  of  summer  moonlight, 

Laughter  and  song  notes  too. 
Echoes  of  whispered  love-words, 

Blushes,  and  smiles,  and — "You' 
Tripping  adown  the  garden, 

Dear  little  hand  in  mine, 
Long  since  you  bade  me  keep  it,  ■ 

Your  rose  of  Auld  Lang  Syne. 

O,  faded  badge  of  Youth-time, 

Souvenir  of  the  Past, 
Breathing  of  hopes  that  perished 

Heart-joys  too  sweet  to  last! 

So,  to  my  lips  I'll  press  you. 

Cherish  you  for  all  time. 
Legacy  of  my  lost  Love, 

Dead  rose  of  Auld  Lang  Syne. 
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SHATTERED  HOPES. 


MRS.    CLARA    S.    PARKS. 


IH 


OW  many  hopes  spring  into  life, 

That,  hke  the  tender  flower, 
Are  cherished  blossoms  but  a  day. 

And  blighted  in  an  hour. 

We  build  our  castles  in  the  air. 
While  scenes  of  conflict  rage ; 

Our  minds  absorbed  with  earthly  things, 
Our  hearts  and  souls  engage. 

We  struggle  earnestly  for  gain, 

We  enter  in  the  strife. 
When,  lo!  the  things  within  our  grasp, 

Have  vanished !     Such  is  life. 
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BEHOLD  THAT  STAR  IN  THE  EAST 
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NANNA    EtINE    COOPER. 

EHULD  that  great  star,  my  brethren, 

Shining"  afar  in  the  East, 
Above  the  cradle  of  the  Christ  Child  ! 

Make  ready,  and  prepare  you  a  feast. 

Chorus : 

O  Holy  Babe,  O  Holy  Babe ! 
Thou  are  a  gift  we'll  prize, 

Glad  anthems  sing. 

Glad  anthems  sing. 
Until  they  reach  the  skies. 

Hasten,  brethren,  let  us  hasten 

And  take  gifts  of  scarlet  and  gold, 

To  lay  at  the  feet  of  the  Christ  Child, 
When  His  glorious  face  we  behold ! 

He  sleeps,  while  the  beauteous  mother 
Bends  in  worship  o'er  the  bed. 

Angel  voices  are  sweetly  singing. 
There's  a  halo  round  His  Head. 
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VESPER  HYMN. 


ALLAZUMA    MAUCK. 
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OW  before  Thy  Altar  bending, 
Father  this  our  evening  song; 

Grateful  hearts  are  here  attending. 
And  to  Thee  the  praise  belong. 

As  the  benediction  falling, 

Followed  us  throughout  the  day, 
Now  the  evening  bells  are  calling 

Us  again  to  praise  and  pray. 

Precious  blessings  at  Thy  table 
Here,  today,  our  souls  received ; 

Greater  blessings  Thou  art  able. 
Those  to  give  who  have  believed. 

May  these  holy  days  of  gladness 
O'er  our  paths  their  influence  cast ; 

Thus  to  banish  gloom  and  sadness, 
Till  our  toilsome  journey's  past. 
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W.    B.    SIMISON. 
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ACH  minstrel,  O  Lord,  of  Thftie  inspire 
With  a  spirit  full  of  heavenly  fire ; 
A  strengthened  bow  place  in  his  hand 
Whose  arrows  bright  will  span  the  land, 
Shedding  beams  of  truth  and  light 
O'er  all  the  pathway  of  their  flight! 
With  Thy  great  gift  of  heaven's  fire, 
Each  seeking  soul  of  Thine  inspire, 
With  metered  music  of  sweetest  chimes 
Unknown  except  by  souls  divine ! 
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TO  THE  BOOK. 


M.     W.     ROSECRANS. 
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OSE  of  rarest  hue,  breathe  out  thy  sweet  perfume, 
Heart's  blood  of  all  the  saints  do  meet  and  mingle 
In  the  stream  of  life  and  song  and  tune ; 

Decked   in  bridal  white,  thou   alone  art   single 
In  thy  purity  and  light. 

Oh !  star-crowned  singers  of  the  East  and  West, 
Clasp  hands  in  fellowship  and  love  of  muse ! 

May  thy  great  art  prove  Heaven's  high  behest, 
And  weave  a  wreath  of  immortelles  to  use 

In  recollection  of  thy  gift ! 
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SUBMISSION. 


LEl.IA     PARRISH. 

ESUS  Stilled  the  raging  tempest; 

Wind  and  waves  obeyed  His  will. 
On  the  sea  there  was  great  calmness, 

For  He  had  said :  "Peace,  be  still." 
He  has  power  to  still  the  tempest 

Raging  in  the  human  heart; 
If  we  only  fully  trust  Him, 

From  us  He  will  ne'er  depart. 

Oft,  in  stubborn,  rash  rebellion, 
'Gainst  our  Father's  holy  will, 

We  neglect  to  pray  and  trust  Him ; 
Hence,  we  hear  not,  "Peace,  be  still. 

Just  as  long  as  we  resist  Him, 

Doubts   and   fears  and  cares  molest 

Sad  the  soul  in  this  condition, 
Tempest-tossed,  devoid  of  rest. 

If  we  bow  in  meek  submission. 

To  our  Father's  Holy  Will, 
Then,  in  sweetest  tones  He'll  whisper 

"Only  trust  Me;  peace,  be  still." 
All  our  doubts  and   fears  will  vanish, 

Since  no  more  the  billows  roll, 
And  we'll  feel  His  Blessed  Presence 
In  the  quiet  of  the  soul. 
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TAKE  DOWN  THE  BABY'S  STOCKING. 


MRS.    ULUAN    VAN. 
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AKE  down  the  baby's  stocking! 

The  angels  won't  forget! 
Our  darhng  up  in  Heaven 

Tonight.     What  will  she  g6t? 
Have  they  Christmas  up  in  Heaven, 

These  buried  gifts  of  ours 
That  we  laid  among  the  snowdrifts, 

Or  under  the  budding  flowers? 

Take  down  the  baby's  stockings ! 

Choke  back  the  starting  tears ! 
It  is  Christmas  up  in  Heaven 

Just  the  same  as  it  is  here ; 
And  our  baby  is  God's  present 

To  the  Christ-child,  His  dear  son, 
As  we  kiss  the  empty  stocking, 

W^e  will  say,  "Thy  Will  Be  Done." 

Take  down  the  baby's  stocking, 

With  its  little  mended  toe! 
They  were  fixed  all  up  so  nicely, 

To  keep  out  Jack  Frost,  you  know ; 
But  God's  Santa  Claus  in  Heaven, 

From  that  Christmas  tree  so  fair, 
Will  give  our  darling,  little  stockings. 

Like  the  baby  angels  wear. 


GEMS    OF    POESY  375 


FAREWELL. 


PETER    M.     STEEN. 
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AREWELL,  O  heath  and  mountains  gray. 

And  everything  along  my  way ! 
Farewell,  farewell,  perhaps  I  shall 
Not  come  again,  farewell,  farewell! 

Farewell,  my  birthplace  by  the  sea. 
My  quiet  childhood's  home ! 
1  always  shall  remember  thee 
Wherever  I  may  roam. 

I  am  going  to  a  foreign  land 
Far  from  thee,  my  dear  native  strand. 
Farewell,  farewell,  perhaps  I  shall 
Not  come  again,  farewell,  farewell ! 

Farewell  now,  everybody  here, 
Both  enemy  and  friend ! 
To  all,  so  well-known  and  so  dear 
I  will  my  hand  extend. 

Farewell,  and  if  again  we  meet, 
Reunion  will  be  doubly  sweet. 
Farewell,  farewell,  perhaps,  once  more, 
I'll  see  my  native  country's  shore ! 
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THE  LIFE  BEAUTIFUL. 
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MRS.   CLEMENT  R.    MAYNARD. 

UST  to  be  free  as  the  winds  that  blow, 

Blowing  where  God  doth  bid  them  blow. 

Just  to  be  bright  as  the  sunset's  glow, 

Just  to  be  whiter  than  driven  snow ; 

All  in  the  midst  of  this  world's  care  and  strife. 

Just  to  be  hidden  in  the  Cleft  of  the  Rock. 

While  storms  of  affliction  pass  by, 

Just  to  be  clasped  in  God's  loving  embrace 

When  fierce  temptations  draw  nigh. 

Is  living  the  Beautiful  Life. 

Just  to  be  blithe  as  the  birds  that  sing. 
Singing  as  God  doth  bid  them  sing. 
Just  to  be  sheltered  under  his  wing, 
Just  all  our  burdens  upon  Him  to  fling; 
All  along  the  pathway  of  life. 
Jiist  to  be  fair  as  the  flowers  that  grow, 
Emitting  love's  fragrance  so  sweet. 
Gathering  in  the  sheaves  as  we  go 
For  the  Master's  use  made  meet, 
Is  living  the  Beautiful   Life. 

Just  like  unto  the  lily  to  grow, 

Growing  as  God  doth  bid  it  grow, 

Just  to  become  as  a  little  child, 

Just  to  be  gentle  and  meek  and  mild. 

Though  the  world  with  evil  is  rife. 

Only  just  such  a  life  may  I  live. 

That  when  I  am  called  to  lay  it  down, 

A  mansion  in  Heaven  to  me  God  will  give, 

A  spotless  white  robe  and  a  starr}  crown. 

The  reward  of  the  Beautiful  Life. 
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MY  LILY. 


JENNIE    REED. 

HAD  a  lily  once :  'twas  pure  and  fair, 
Its  petals  slowly  opening  to  the  sun. 

I  watched  and  nurtured  it  with  loving  care, 

That  no  rude  blast  might  mar  my  beauteous  one. 

At  morn,  I  gazed  upon  it  with  fond  eyes, 

At  noon,  new  beauties  would  its  leaves  unfold. 

At  eve,  when  blue  browed  night  bedecked  the  skies 
With  myriad  stars,  I  sheltered  it  from  cold. 

One  day,  there  came  a  stranger  to  my  home, 
He  saw  my  lily,  saw  'twas  passing  fair. 

He  longed  to  take  my  treasure  for  his  own. 
Just  when  its  fragrance  woulc  repay  my  care. 

With  jealous  love,  he  took  it  to  his  heart, 

Nor  deemed  that  mine,  as  well  as  his,  might  ache. 

And  now  its  fragrance  of  his  life  forms  part. 
While  mine  is  lone  and  bleak  and  desolate. 
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THE  CRY  OF  THE  SOUL. 


HELENA   LAUGHTON. 
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HAT  mean  these  thoughts  that  do  arise  in  many  a  fantasy. 
Bringing  to  mind  the  days  that  are  no  more? 
A  little  shoe,  a  bit  of  silk  or  lace,  a  glove  maybe, 
A  vacant  chair,  perchance  a  loved  one's  face. 
All  tell  us  of  a  bygone  time.    A  touch,  a  word,  a  glance, 
That  erstwhile  we  might  claim  for  our  own. 
All  gone  and  lost  to  us  forever.     But  are  they 
Really  lost,  or  have  they  still  their  place? 

Are  they  lost  or  are  they  but  the  little  bits  that  make 

The  grand  kaleidoscope  of  God's  great  plan? 

The  symbols  of  a  life  that  knows  no  end,  a  home  above, 

Eternal  in  the  heavens,  where  friend  again  meets  friend ; 

And  having  felt  the  chastening  rod,  in  fond  erribrace  they  stand, 

Parent  and  child,  husband  and  wife,  lover  and  loved, 

United  to  each  other,  and  all  the  world,  to  God. 
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GROWING  OLD  TOGETHER. 


MRS.   LAURA  CRAVEN. 
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HE  morn  of  life  is  fast  fleeting, 
'     But  to  us  'twas  so  divinely  fair. 
We  scarce  noticed  the  sands  were  passing, 

Or'  the  noontide  hour  was  near ; 
Our  sky  seemed  so  bright  and  cloudless ! 

Ah !  we  knew  'twould  not  always  be  so, 
With  a  hope  that  we  might  wander  on, 

Past  the  noon  to  the  eventide  glow. 

Chorus : 

Down  the  swift  stream  of  time  together, 
Pland  in  hand  as  we  glide  alone; 

In  the  evening  of  life  we'll  be  anchored, 
Secure  in  the  harbor  beyond. 

The  noon-tide  is  passed,  I'm  alone. 

There's  no  hand  to  longer  clasp  mine ; 
The  chain's  broken,  one  golden  link  gone. 

No  ray  on  life's  darkness  to  shine; 
To  brighten  my  way,  there's  no  sunshine, 

1  must  gather  the  threads  of  life, 
'J'hat  lie  scattered  and  fallen  about  me. 

And  bear  its  burdens  and  strife. 

Tlie  evening  of  life's  fast  approaching; 

My  bark  is  nearing  the  shore; 
All  clouds  will  be  gone,  the  sun  shining. 

The  future  no  more  dark  and  drear; 
A\'bcn  we  meet  in  that  land  of  light, 

Tn  tliat  land  where  mv  vouth  abides. 
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A  ROSE  OF  YESTERDAY. 


MAY   GREENE. 
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HERE  were  roses  in  the  garden. 

Flowers  scented  all  the  air. 
The  world  seemed  full  of  fragrance, 

There  were  roses  everywhere. 
Yet  there  was  one  Rose  I  wanted, 

A  rose  beyond  compare, 
A  rose  I  most  did  covet, 

A  rose  all  bright  and  fair. 

The  summer  days  were  brilliant, 

Ev'ry  rose-bud  was  in  bloom ; 
The  days  were  all  too  short-lived, 

The  shadows  fell  too  soon. 
The   golden   days  were   followed 

By  autumn's  golden  store ; 
One  rose  by  gold  was  fettered, 

Two  hearts  now  meet  no  more. 


They  tell  me  it  has  wilted, 

Has  lost  its  lovely  gleam. 
Its  petals  all  are  faded, 

It's  beauty's  but  a  dream , 
But  memory  shrines  the  picture 

Time  cannot  chase  away; 
Still  memory  keeps  the  fragrance 

Of  a  rose  of  yesterday. 
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RESIGNED. 


VIRGINIA    HOVIOUS. 

OVV  could  I  know  when  first  we  wed, 

Your  love  for  me  so  soon  w^ould  cease? 
Nor  did  I  think  so  soon  you'd  plead 

From  your  plighted  vows  to  be  released. 
I  thought  your  love  was  tried  and  true, 

I  dreamed  of  happy  future  days ; 
Am  I  at  fault  for  this  sad  change? 

I  thought  to  have  you,  dear,  always. 

Chorus : 

Still  I've  the  same  deep  love  for  you. 
As  when  so  long  ago  we  met ; 

Since  your  love  for  me  has  ceased  to  be, 
I  can  but  strive  now  to  forget. 

When  happy  with  another's  love, 

And  every  joy  your  life  fulfill, 
Should  this  other,  your  sweet  love  betray. 

Remember  one  who  loves  you  still. 
Some  day  to  me  you  may  return. 

Some  fancy  this  other  love  impair ; 
With  loving  heart  I'll  then  enfold, 

And  shield  you,  dear,  from  every  caro. 
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LIFE'S  TWILIGHT. 
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NELLIE  A.   GATCHEL. 

HE  sun's  last  glimmering  has  kissed 

The  mountain  tops  to  gold; 
And  with  the  day  done,  my  darling, 

Night's  mantle  will  us  enfold ; 
And  then  at  the  close  of  the  twilight. 

As  it  deepens  into  another  gloom. 
We'll  think  of  another  twilight 

Here  in  this  silent  room. 

'Tis  fifty  years,  my  dear  wife. 

Since  you  and  I  were  wed, 
A  vision  sweet  of  loveliness. 

That  I  to  the  altar  led ; 
You  with  your  skin  like  roses  white. 

Eyes  blue  as  the  summer  sky, 
Lips  as  ripe  as  the  cherries, 

That  under  our  old  trees  lie. 

I  remember  that  first  evening. 

Your  voice  sang  on  the  breeze. 
Softly  and  sweetly  down  tlio  valley, 

'Mid  the  sighing  of  the  trees ; 
Till  the  songsters  hushed  their  singing, 

Borne  by  the  breeze  along, 
Methinks  the  birds  were  jealous,  love, 

As  they  listened  to  your  song. 

Now,  like  a  fair  white  lily, 

The'  blown  by  the  tempest  of  Ufe; 
For  fifty  years  have  lightly  sped 

O'er  your  fair  head,  my  wife, 
And  holding  your  hand  in  mine, 

Sometime,  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
I  think  the  angels  will  come  for  us. 

For  the  dawn  of  another  dav. 
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C.     M.    LEE. 

AM  glad  1  am  a  veteran. 

And  with  the  veterans  stand,  * 

A  victory  on  my  forehead 

And  a  pension  in  my  hand. 

The  boys  whipped  them  with  all  ease, 
And  drove  them  everywhere  they  pleased. 
They  first  thought  that  they  were  strong; 
But  soon  found  out  that  they  were  wrong. 

When  they  met  us  once  or  twice. 
We  cut  them  up  like  rats  and  mice. 
Then  when  they  saw  us  ofif  so  fair, 
They  trembled  like  a  leaf  in  air. 

Our  President,  he  has  the  brain  - 
To  out-general  the  king  of  Spain. 
He's  got  the  heart  within  his  breast, 
And  the  boys  will  do  the  rest. 

Those  Spaniards  thought  that  they  were  all. 
They  would  climb  their  breast-works  wall ; 
But  they  soon  found  that  we  were  there, 
Then  they  would  fall  and  tear  their  hair. 

Old  Cevera  thought  that  his  men  fought, 
But  soon  found  out  'twas  only  naught. 
We  sank  his  ships,  and  killed  his  men. 
Then  the  king  said  that  the  war  must  end. 
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NE  night  as  I  lay  sleeping, 

'Tween  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one, 

A  feeling  strange  came  creeping, 
Then  the  sweetest  dream  begun. 

I  was  lying  in  a  valley  green, 

'Neath  a  green  and  spreading  tree, 

And  as  I  lay  there  dreaming, 
A  sweet  sound  came  to  me. 

'Twas  the  sweet  voice  of  my  sister. 
Long  departed  from  this  earth, 

Calling  out  in  accents  joyous. 
Gladsome,  light  and  full  of  mirth. 

She  was  coming  down  the  pathway, 

With  a  baby  in  her  arms, 
In  her  hand  a  water  lily, 

In  her  face  a  thousand  charms.  < 

She  told  me  that  all  happiness, 

Comes  only  from  within, 
That  the  world  is  bright,  if  we  use  it  right, 

But  is  torment  if  we  sin. 

Since  that  dream,  my  heart  is  lighter. 

The  earth  far  better  seems, 
And  my  life  has  been  much  brighter, 

Since  I  had  that  lovely  dream. 
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(Dedicated  to  Miss  Alice  Roosevelt.) 
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MISS   NANNA   ELINE  COOPER. 

OETS  may  sing  of  the  Spanish  girl's  charm 

With  coal-black,  dreamy  eyes, 
Of  England's  graceful  beauties 

Born  under  English  skies ; 

Or  the  fair  daughters 

Of  the  Emerald  Isle 
With  milk-white  teeth,  pink  cheeks, 

And  entrancing  smile ; 

Egypt's  voluptuous  women 

Reared  'neath  tropic -sky. 
With  skin  of  satin  smoothness 

Which  on  perfect  shoulders  lie ; 

The  famed  belles  of  Cuba 

With  all  their  supple  grace ; 
All  these  seem  very  plain 

Beside  one  Yankee  maiden's  face; 

We  call  her  "Our  Alice,'' 

The  President's  gifted  child, 
By  whose  independent  spirit 

Are  hearts  and  hopes  beguiled. 

Long  may  she  enjoy  the  roses 

Strewn  on  Life's  pathway 
For  her  in  old  age  as  well  as  youth  ! 

Let  those  who  love  her  pray. 

And  the  brave  knight  who  wins  her  love, 

When  she's  his  happy  bride. 
Him  too,  we  will  honor, 

As  o'er  Life's  sea  they  glide. 
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SUNSET. 


ISABEL    A.    FENNER. 
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HE  setting  sun  in  splendor  crowns 

The  hills  and  spires.    The  Occident 
Becomes  a  sea  of  gold.    Above, 
The  lines  of  silver  mingle  with 
The  rippling  pearl.     Bars  of  crimson 
Vie  with  the  waves  of  amethyst; 
In  unison  the  night-birds  sing — 
A  vesper  hymn.    The  zephyr  breathes 
A  soft  "Amen,"  as  the  last  line 
Of  golden  light,  quivering,  dies 
Away ;  and,  o'er  the  scene  sublime, 
Dark  Night  her  star-gemmed  curtain  draws 
Whispering  "Peace"  to  the  weary  world. 
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ALL  HAIL  TO  THE  SECOND  BIRTH. 
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MRS.    J.     W.     SCOTT. 

LL  hail,  all  hail,  the  Second  Birth ! 
For  Jesus  is  coming  from  Heaven  to  earth. 
Purify  yourselves  even  as  He  is  pure ; 
For  His  word  says  He  is  coming  sure. 
The  time  nor  the  day  we  cannot'tell ; 
But  our  birth-right  we  should  not  sell. 

Surely,  Jesus  is  mine ;  I  will  own  Him  too, 
As  He  died  for  me  as  well  as  you. 
Then  all  power  on  earth  to  His  name, 
And  let  each  and  all  this  news  proclaim ; 
For  He  is  Priest  and  King  to  every  one. 
Who  will  accept  the  name  of  the  Glorious  Son. 

Oh !  tell  the  news  afar  and  tell  it  near, 

And  let  each  one  His  name  hold  dear ; 

Then,  when  He  comes,  may  we  not  fear  to  own; 

But  gladly  welcome  Him  into  His  home; 

Oh !  come,  blessed  Jesus,  come.  Oh !  come ! 

And  take  us  all  as  daughter,  and  son. 

Binding  our  hearts  by  a  cord  of  love, 

Tied  by  the  hand  of  Our  Father  above : 

Reaching  the  world  around  from  America  to  Greece, 

Blending  in  love  and  joy  and  peace. 

So,  All  Hail !    All  Hail !    the  second  birth  ! 

For  Jesus  is  coming  from  Heaven  to  earth. 
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UNDER  THE  FLORIDA  PINES. 
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BENJ.    N.   TRUEMAN. 

AY  down  under  the  Florida  pines, 
The  Suwanee  river  slowly  winds; 
Do  you  remember  the  old  rustic  seat 
By  the  Suwanee  river  beneath, 
Down  beneath  the  three  old  pines, 
Where  the  moon  light  softly  shines? 

Down  under  the  three  old  pines. 
There  my  heart  was  with  love  entwined. 
Here  your  sweetheart  is  lonely  waiting, 
For  your  return  her  heart  is  breaking. 
For  many  years  have  rolled  on  by,    • 
Since  you  bade  her  a  sad  goodbye. 

Way  down  where  the  sun  is  shining, 
A  yearning  heart  for  you  is  pining. 
She's  waited  long  for  your  returning. 
And  her  heart  with  love  is  burning, 
And  softly  and  sadly  does  she  sigh, 
Wishing  sometimes  that  she  might  die. 

Down  where  the  flowers  thickly  grow, 
Down  where  the  breezes  softly  blow. 
He  returned ;  but  found  a  grave. 
On  the  stone  these  words  engraved ; 
"Charlie,  I'm  waiting," — Yes,  she  was  waiting. 
Where  the  moon  was  softly  shining. 
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THE  OLD  VIOLIN. 
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MARY    E.    FORSYTH. 

LOVE  to  think  upon  it, 

It  gives  me  joy  within, 
The  memory  of  the  mvisic, 

Of  the  dear  old  vioHn. 
When  a  happy  child  at  evening, 

I  sought  my  little  bed ; 
The  soft,  sweet  strains  of  the  violin 

Came  floating  up  o'er-head. 

There  was  "Money  Musk," 

And  "Home,  Sweet  Home," 
And  "Auld  Robin  Gray," 

"The  Girl  I  left  Behind  Me." 
And  "Oh!  It's  Dearest  May." 

With  many  a  quaint  old  ballad 
And  many  an  idle  croon — 

Ah !  the  happy  dreams  of  childhood 
Have  passed  away  too  soon ! 

The  peaceful  Quaker  father, 

Long  ago  went  to  his  rest, 
And  his  spirit  dwells  enraptured 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest ; 
But  of  all  the  pleasant  memories 

That  give  me  joy  within. 
None  can  compare  with  the  songs  so  rare 

He  played  on  the  violin. 
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THELMA.* 


MRS.  EUNICE  MATHEWSON. 

S  that  you,  Joppie?"  said  little  Thelma, 
As  she  listened  at  the  telephone, 

"Is  you  having  a  good  time,  Joppie  ? 
We  is  so  lonesome  while  you  is  gone. 

Hello,  Joppie,  I  am  listening, 

Standing  on  my  little  chair. 
Tell  me,  darling  Joppie,  won't  you, 

Is  there  room  for  Thelma  there  ?" 

Tearfully  the  mother  listened. 

Then  caught  Thelma  to  her  breast. 

"Darling  little  Thelma,  Jasper 

Is  with  Jesus  in  a  home  ever  blessed. 

"Climb  life's  golden  stairway,  Thelma, 
Round  by  round,  and  soon,  for  aye. 

You  shall  go  and  live  with  Jasper, 
Whose  sweet  life  prepared  the  way." 


*Little  Jasper  Smith  died,  aged  four  years.  His  little  sister,  only  three  yean 
old,  climbed  up  to  the  telephone  and  said,  "Hello,  Joppie,  we  is  so  lonesome 
while  you  is  gone." 
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MOTHER'S  MUSINGS. 


S.    K.    ALUSON. 
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AM  sitting  in  my  window, 

Thinking  of  the  days  gone  by, 
FeeUng  just  a  trifle  lonesome; 

For  my  nesthngs  all  can  fly. 
First  the  eldest,  then  those  younger, 

Left  the  old,  moss-covered  dell. 
Left  the  dear  old-fashioned  cottage, 

Left  a  void  no  tongue  can  tell. 

Though  the  home  is  kept  by  mother. 

And  remains  the  same  within, 
Just  as  if  they  still  would  ramble 

Up  and  down,  and  out  and  in — 
To  their  homes  my  thoughts  are  wandering, 

Praying  earnest  words,  but  mild : 
"Hear  my  prayer,  O,  Heavenly  Father, 

Bless,  Oh,  bless,  each  precious  child !" 
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VOICES  OF  THE  SEA. 


MARY    J.    PEASE. 
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Sea,  as  silently  I  listen 

To  thy  sweet  voices  from  afar, 
The  influence  of  thy  mystic  music. 

The  twinkling-  light  of  the  evening  star. 
Lures  earthly  thoughts  to  dreams  immortal. 

Where  clouds,  like  angel  spirits,  move, 
Where  friends  departed,  watching  o'er  us, 

Beam  on  us  with  holy  love. 

Thy  fresh,  soft  breezes  seem  like  zephyrs. 

Wafted   from   angel   pinions   in   their   flight. 
Thy  distant  melodies  resounding 

In  magic  voices  of  the  night. 
And  thou,  O  sea,  doth  sing  a  nightly  requiem 

For  those  who  sleeep  beneath  thy  silvery  waves, 
Whose  bones  lie  in  their  iridescent  mausoleums, 

Well  guarded  by  your  beauteous  coral  caves. 
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SHE  KNEW  ME  WHEN  SHE  MET  ME. 


p.   COVIttE,   M.    D. 

^Ti  HE  knew  me  when  she  met  me  just  at  early  dawn, 
K"^  J  Jefore  the  morning  sunbeams  ha^  played  upon  the  lawn.  - 
Beneath  the  swinging  myrtle  vine  with  blossoms  of  deep  blue, 
She  held  me  with  her  tender  hand,  and  told  me  she'd  be  true. 

'Twas  in  the  summer  of  our  years,  I  never  will  forget, 
It  was  beneath  this  myrtle  vine,  her  glances  I  first  met. 

'Tis  sad  to  remember  how  we  parted  then,  you  know  ; 

Many  flowers  have  bloomed  since  then  in  yonder  vale  below. 

Changes  have  come  o'er  us.     It  is  no  idle  dream, 
vSince  we  together  went  rowing  up  life's  stream. 

Before  we  reached  its  fountain  head,  then  and  there  we  parted 
•    She  went  her  way.  and  I  went  mine — who  was  broken-hearted. 

The  teardrops  stood  upon  our  cheeks,  like  dew  upon  the  flowers. 
In  the  morning  of  our  lives,  in  those  bright  and  sunny  hours. 
I  lift  the  veil  of  memory  from  those  departed  years. 
It  only  bids  me  cease  to  weep,  and  smile  through  falling  tears. 
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MRS.    MARY  FILLYAW. 

HERE  are  strains  of  soft,  sweet  music  that  you  may  hear 

If  you  will  only  open  your  inward  ear. 
In  the  solemn  hours  of  the  darkest  night,  it  softly  swells 
From  th.e  souls'  deep  wells, 
That  are  tilled  by  the  unseen  streams  of  love 
That  tlow  from  the  throne  above. 

You  can  hear  the  murmur  of  those  rills, 

As  they  trickle  down  the  everlasting  hills. 

When  the  angels  stand 

With  their  harps  in  hand, 

And  their  music  mingles  with  the  sound 

Of  the  gushing  rills 

From  the  sun-crowned  hills 

When  tlu'  light  of  Truth  is  found. 

The  rustling  sound  of  the  angel's  wing, 

You  may  hear  when  the  golden  censers  swing. 

Filled  with  the  prayers  that  upward  rise. 

In  clouds  of  perfume  through  the  skies. 

You  may  hear  the  music  of  the  rain 

When  those  prayers  come  back  in  showers  again, 

Showers  of  blessings  for  the  pasture  land 

When  the  Shepherd  leads  His  own  by  hand. 

And  when  life's  curfew  tolls 

The  knell  of  departing  souls. 

You  may  hear  sweet  music  softly  swell. 

While  the  shadows  darken  adow-n  the  vale. 

Which  the  dying  tread,  while  the  spirits  lane 

In  the  foam-wreathed  wane 

That  washes  them  out  from  the  shores  of  time 

To  the  regions  of  bliss  and  of  music  sublime. 
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WHEN  MY  SHIP  COMES  IN. 
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CARRIK     KFNDALL     EASTERLY. 

HEN  my  ship  sails  in  on  fairy  tide, 
Aiy  dreams,  they  shall  with  me  abide; 
My  cup  of  joy  shall  be  so  full 
That  it  shall  comfort  you. 

In  fairy  lands  I  then  shall  roam, 
And  build  me  up  a  j^lorious  home ; 
All  broken  hearts  I  then  shall  mend 
So  well  they'll  know  they  have  a  friend. 

My  pot  of  gold  shall  ne'er  run  dry, 
Till  I  their  every  want  supply. 
Then  every  one  shall  happy  be. 
When  I,  my  truant  ship,  do  see. 

You  all  shall  know  you  have  a  friend 
When  mv  ship  comes  in. 
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CHARITY. 


ROSA   TII.LYE   CLARK. 


XL 


HAT  think  ye  of  Charity, 
And  what  doth  sht  do? 

She  is  not  the  blowing  flower, 
But  the  fragrance  and  dew. 

The  essence  that  wanders 
On  every  light  breeze, 
Giving  health  and  comfort 
To  whom  she  doth  please. 

In   the  white   robe  of  meekness, 

She  wanders  abroad, 
Seeking  out  lone  places, 

xA.s  did  Jesus,  our  Lord. 

Throwing  sunshine  and  hope 
Into  hearts  sad  and  lone, 

Giving  garments  of  beauty 
To  those  who  mourn. 

Plucking  weeds  of  iniquity 
From  out  the  good  soil, 

Sowing  seeds  of  the  Gospel 
With  long,  patient  toil. 

What  is  greater  than  faith? 

Let's    consider,    and    see. 
What  is  greater  than  hope? 

'Tis  Charity. 


m 


GEMS     OF    POESY  397 

OUR  ENSIGN. 

GLEN. 

ORTHERN  right  had  won  the  day. 
Mid  our  wounded  men  I  lay, 

Heaving  gasps  and  groans  of  pain, 

When  one  raised  that  prayerful  strain — 
"Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee." 

Falt'ringly  those  sweet,  soft  tones 
Stilled  our  boy's  despairing  moans. 

Floated  on  the  evening  air 

From  a  youth   so  young,  so  fair. 
Singing,  while  his  last  day  shone — 
"Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone." 

'Twas  our  ensign,  but  a  lad : 

Oft  he'd  made  oyr  sick  hearts  glad. 

Now  he  sang  while  eyes  grew  dim. 

While  his  mother  prayed  for  him — 
"Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring; 
Simpl}-  to  Thy  cross  I  cling." 

There  he  lay,  our  boy,  our  pride. 
Not  a  friend  could  reach  his  side ; 

Yet  our  trembling  voices  sad 

Joined  our  darling,  dying  lad — 
"Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee." 

"Goodbye,  Conu-ades,"  that  was  all ; 
And  we  knew  the  IMaster's  call 

Summoned  him ;  for  to  each  ear 

Faintly  came  the  answer,  "Here." 
Though  his  grave  is  marked  "Unknown," 
He,  for  us,  a  hero  shone. 
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ROLL  CALL  ON  THE  YALU 
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t.  ROSCOE  HALL.      (Smiling  Jonas.) 
T  is  roll-call  on  the  Yalu, 

And  such  names  were  never  sun:;' 
Since  my  teacher  used  to  curse  me 

In  an  unknown,  foreign  tongue. 

"Captain  Krafvitch,"  yells  the  Sergeant ; 

"Here  I  am,"  the  captain  cries ; 
"First  Lieutenant,  Makrafaski," 

Then  the  Sergeant  rubbed  his  eyes. 

Though  a  Russian  staunch  and  stolid. 
Still  he  couldn't  stand  the  strain ; 

And  he  died  in  twenty  minutes 
With  concussion  of  the  brain. 

"Come  here,  Fatski,"  cries  the  captain,. 

"Can't  you  finish  up  this  roll?" 
"I  will  try,  sir,"  was  the  answer, 

"Lord  have  mercy  on  my  soul !" 

Then  young  Fatski  took  the  roll-book, 
And  he  called  them  one  and  all, 

Till  he  found  a  certain  private 
With  a  name  he  couldn't  call. 

Ah !  such  awful  mental  anguish 
Put  his  face  all  out  of  shape ; 

His  companions  all  declaring" 
Fate  had  changed  him  to  an  ape. 

Then  the  captain  took  the  roll-book 
In  his  fat  and  trembling  hand. 

Saying  to  his  first  lieutenant, 
"If  it  kills  me,  take  command." 

But  the  Japs  swooped  down  upon  them. 
Cold  in  death  the  captain  lies ; 

And  the  roll-call  on  the  Yalu 
Will  be  finished  in  the  skies. 
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CAN  I  FORGET? 


c 


JOHN     H.     CALLAHAN. 

AX  I  forget  those  happy  days 

in  boyhood  hours  gone  by? 
Can  I  forgot  that  dear  one 

That  filled  my  life  with  joy? 

Can  I  forget  that  mother  dear, 

So  gentle  and  so  mild? 
Can  I  forget  those  teachings 

She  taught  me  when  a  child  ? 

Can   I  forget  those  little  prayers 

And  hymns  she  taught  to  me. 
Those  sweet  and  tender  lullabys 

She  sang  while  on  her  knee? 

Can  I  forget  her  sweet,  sweet  smile. 

That  smile  so  full  of  love, 
That  pure  and  gentle  angel  smile 

That's  now  in  heaven  above? 

Oh !  tender  memories  pure  and  fair, 

So  gentle  and  so  kind ! 
The  flower  of  thought  is  fairest 

That  dwells  in  boyhood's  clime. 

Gratitude  is  the  fairest  flower  of  the  soul.     It  illumines  and 
warms  the  licart. 
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WHERE  IS  MY  WAYWARD  GIRL  TODAY? 
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WEEPING  WILLOW,  E.   D.    M. 

H  !    Where  is  my  wayward  girl  today,  . 

The  girl  of  my  fondest  prayer, 
The  girl  that  was  once  my  joy  and  pride, 

The  girl  of  my  love  and  care  ? 

Once  she  was  pure  as  the  opening  flower, 
As  she  stood  by  her  mother's  knee. 

No  face  so  sunny,  no  heart  so  light, 
And  none  was  so  fair  as  she. 

I  would  I  could  see  you  now,  dear  girl. 

As  gay  as  in  olden  time ; 
When  laughter  and  song  made  home  a  joy, 

And  life  was  a  happy  chime. 

Go  for  my  wayward  girl  today ! 

Go  look  for  her  where  you  will ! 
Bring  her  back  to  me  with  all  her  smiles. 

And  tell  her  I  love  her  still. 

Oh !  come  to  my  arms,  my  wayward  girl, 

And  kiss  me  as  in  days  of  yore; 
Your  mother  is  longing  to  see  you  once  more 

On  earth's  recedinsr  shore. 
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ALFRED  THE  GREx\T. 
'.For  the  Thousandth  Anniversary  of  his  Death,  October  28,  1901.) 


MARY   STUART   smith. 
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AIL  to  thee,  Alfred,  Britain's  greatest  king ! 
Who  shinest  down  upon  us  from  afar, 
With  all  the  radiance  of  that  glorious  star 
Which,  o'er  the  ocean  one  has  seen  to  i^ing 
Effulgence,  such  as  moonbeams  seldom  bring ! 
Thy  deeds  have  lost,  of  lustre,  not  a  ray ; 
But,  under  search-light,  vivid  are  today ; 
While  fame  proclaims  thee,  Alfred,  "Perfect  King. 

Rare  model  thou  !  Inspiring  low  and  high 
To  conquer  self  and  sin,  and  with  thee,  keep 
The  faith  that  led  thee  to  fair  realms  above. 
From  earth's  four  quarters  draw  the  people  nigh. 
And  voice  in  unison  their  rev'rence  deep. 
Nay,  more !  for  worth  like  thine  inspireth  love. 
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MEMORIES  OF  THE  PAST. 
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MRS.    MARIETTA    M.    HINDE. 

'VE  a  beautiful  home  in  a  shady  vale, 

Where  I  once  was  happy  and  gay ; 
So  my  thoughts  turn  back  to  the  days  gone  by, 

And  my  loved  one  so  far  away ; 
In  a  beautiful  land  that  is  fair  and  bright, 

His  spirit  is  now  at  rest ; 
In  that  far  distant  sphere  lives  the  one  so  dear, 

In  the  Home  of  the  Pure  and  Blest. 

My  Brookside  home  is  so  lonely  now, 

Since  my  loved  one  has  passed  away ; 
Yet  I  feel  that  he  lives  in  a  fairer  clime, 

In  that  realm  of  endless  day, 
Where  there  will  be  no  more  grief  or  tears. 

And  partings  will  never  come ; 
With  him,  I  shall  meet  in  the  golden  street 

When  I  reach  my  Eternal  Home. 

There's  a  land  far  away  in  the  realm  of  light. 

Where  all  will  be  joy  and  song; 
In  that  far  distant  land,  with  the  angel  band, 

We  will  join  the  happy  throng;    . 
I  hope  to  meet  my  loved  one  there, 

When  I  pass  from  this  earthly  shore ; 
And  I've  many  friends  here,  who  are  very  dear, 

That  I  trust  to  meet  once  more. 

In  a  pleasant  valley,  by  the  winding  stream. 

Alone  I  wander  still ; 
By  the  babbling  brook,  in  a  shady  nook, 

There  stands  the  same  old  mill 
Where  once  we  wandered,  hand  in  hand, 

And  we  walked  side  by  side  each  day. 
Now  his  spirit  has  flown  to  its  beautiful  home, 

So  I'll  watch,  and  wait,  and  pray. 
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A  MOTHER'S  LOVE. 


.  Fr,ORA    B.    HALL. 

^^O  you  know  your  mother  loves  you? 
^^     It  makes  no  difference  what  you  are, 

You  are  her  child  and  she  will  love  you 

If  at  home  or  e'er  so  far. 

Wealth  and  riches  do  not  shake  it  ; 
Hatred  for  her  will  not  tell  ; 
She  will  stick  to  you  forever 
Though  you  dwell  in  the  depths  of  hell. 

Though  you  leave  her  and  you  curse  her, 
And  you  lead  a  wicked  hfe, 
Her  thoughts  are  of  you  and  she's  faithful 
To  you  all  her  life. 

Would  you  do  what  mother  wanted 
Her  dear  child  to  ever  do- 
To  live  by  faith  and  faith  undaunted 
In  the  Christ  who  died  for  you  ? 

She  would  like  you  to  be  a  true  Christian, 
And  a  Christian  through  and  through, 
With  a  love  for  Father  in  Heaven    " 
And  a  mother  on  earth  yet,  too. 

Don't  you  be  ashamed  of  mother  ; 
She  was  never  ashamed  of  you  ; 
But  don't  ever  forget  to  love  her 
With  a  love  that's  worthy,  true. 

Don't  break  your  motlier's  heart,  my  friend, 

By  acts  and  deeds  so  wrong; 

But  do  kind  things  which  surely  tend 

To  fill  mother's  heart  with  song. 

So,  sing  sweet  songs  with  mother  dear, 
And  love  her  as  you  used  to  do; 
She'll  return  your  love,  you  never  fear, 
Though  you  refuse  to  love  her,  too. 
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A  RARE  GEM. 


MRS.   HATTIE  GARRISON    MINER. 
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HE   moon   rose  bright   in  the  gloaming, 
As  the  vessel  sailed  into  the  bay, 

Well  freighted  with  beautiful  treasures 
Brought  from  lands  far  over  the  way. 

Those  treasures  were  of  intrinsic  value, 
Of  rubies  and  diamonds  the  best, 

The  most  precious  and  valued  treasures 
Brought  from  the  Orient  into  the  west. 

Gems  worn  by  mighty  sovereigns, - 

By  qtieens  with  faces  fair, 
By  armoured  knights  of  olden  days, 

By  ladies  with  golden  hair. 

But  amid  all  those  costly  jewels 

With  their  wealth  and  riches  untold. 

There's  a  treasure  of  greater  value 
With  beauties  yet  to  unfold ! 

A  heart  made  noble  by  trying 

To  conquer  the  hidden   sin. 
One  to  tell  of  temptations  vanquished, 

And  of  other  victories  to  win. 

This  vessel  with  its  costly  treasures. 
Search  carefully,  and  find,  if  you  can, 

A  gem  so  rare,  a  gem  to  compare 
With  the  heart  of  a  noble  man. 
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ABIDE  WITH  ME. 
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MRS.   K-A-NNY  G.   DE  CLARK. 

BIDE  with  Me,  My  child ; 

For  dark  has  been  thy  way ; 

And  chill  and  cold  the  world 

Has  blown  upon  thy  soul. 

Thy  steps  had  well  nigh  gone. 

Had   I   not  lot  thee  on. 

Lay  now  thy  tired  heart  upon  My  Breast. 

Breathe  out  to  Me  thy  deep  distress. 

And  let  thy  weary  soul  find  rest ; 

I'll  guide  thee  Home. 

Abide  with  Me,   My  child, 

La}'  down  thy  treasures  at  My  Feet, 

No  longer  fear  and  falter  at  the  world's  cold  scorn. 

The  maddened  crowds  are  rushing  on. 

Come  close  to  Me,  that  I  may  whisper 

What  thy  hungry  heart  hath  longed  to  know. 

My  peace  I  give  to  thee. 

Abide  with  Me,  why  longer  roam  ? 

Place  now  thy  hand  in  Mine, 

I'll  lead  thee  Home. 
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PASS  IT  ONWARD. 


G.     W.     HENDRICKS. 


n 


F  we  cannot  preach  a    sermon. 

Sing  a  single  soulful  song, 
Check  for  aye  the  tide  of  evil 

That  goes  sweeping  on  and  on, 
I  will  tell  you  what  we  can  do, 

Through  the  hours  with  promise  clad,- 
Just  pass  life's  brightness  onward, 

And  help  the  world  be  glad. 

'Tis  a  simple  thing  but  potent 

Wondrous  power  for  good  or  ill, 
Scattering  bits  of  helpful  sunshine 

O'er  the  doubts  that  blast  and  kill. 
Voicing  still  a  brighter  future 

O'er  a  cloud-enshrouded  aay. 
Ah !  it  means  success  or  failure 

To  the  toiler  on  life's  way, 

To  the  one  whose  load  is  heavy, 

To  the  soul  that  seeks  the  light, 
To  the  heart  bowed  down  with  sorrow 

Shorn  of  courage  and  of  might. 
To  a  race  that  journeys  upward 

With  a  sweep  of  sleepless  years, 
To  the  God  who  hung  the  rainbow 

In  the  storm-cloud's  crystal  tears. 

Let  us  then  plant  high  life's  banner, 

Hope-emblazoned,  fling'  it  out !    . 
Scatter  sunshine  through  the  moments, 

Put  Despair  and  Doubt  to  rout ! 
Linger  not  within  the  lowlands. 

Fear-encompassed,  hearts  e'er  sad. 
Pass  it  onward — pass  the  brightness! 

Help  the  world  be  glad,  be  glad ! 


GEMS    OF    POESY 


407 


UNCLE  SAM'S  GIRLS. 
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CHAS.    KANE. 

OU  may  travel  o'er  creation, 

This  great,  wide  world  around. 
Stopping  in  every  nation 

Visiting  every  town, 
Beholding  there  the  pretty  dames ; 

But  those  that  take  the  palm. 
Are  found  in  the  broad  dominion 

Of  good  old  Uncle 'Sam. 

Chorus : 

The  sweetest  girls,  the  neatest  girls. 

E'er  loved  by  any  man  ; 
The  brightest  wives  that  bless  our  lives. 

Belong  to  Uncle  Sam. 

In  business  or  society, 

Their  worth  we  well  can  trace ; 
For  they're  prepared  and  fitted 

To  fill  the  important  place. 
This  one  fact  is  undisputed — 

A  real  truth  it  seems. 
They're  in  our  mind  the  livelong  day. 

And  haunt  us  in  our  dreams. 

Will  they  love,  and  wed,  and  marry  ? 

Yes,  we  presume  they  will. 
The  men  who  lead  them  to  the  altar 

Must  their  promises  fulfill. 
You  may  roam  in  foreign  nations, 

Beyond  the  deep  sea's  foam  ; 
But  the  women  of  our  country, 

Make  the  true,  ideal  home. 
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THE  ANGELS  SOXG. 
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\{\\  wailing"  time  was   long". 
Ami  weary  was  the  world, 

When  angels  sang-  tlie  glorious  song. 
The  wondering  shepherds  heard. 

They  bowed  in  adoration  down 
To  each  inspiring"  word. 

■'Glory  TO  God  on  High," 
\\  as  their  exulting  theme — 

Life  to  the  fallen,  ere  they  die. 
Would  throw  its  healing"  beani. 

And  blend  the  brotherhood  of  man 
Like  waters  of  a  stream. 

Peace  to  each  warring  heart. 
Its   Olive  branch  to  bring — 

Hope  to  the  doubting  soul  impart. 
Balm  for  each  rasping  sting. 

And  faith  along  life's  busy  mart 
To  hear  the  angers  sing. 


G  E  M  S    O  F    P  O  E  S  Y  409 


NATURE'S  BLUSHING  CHEEKS. 
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GLEN   E.    H.    HUNTINGTON. 

S  Upon  yon  hillsides  my  glances  rest, 

()i  Nature's'  blushing  cheeks  1  think, 
As  the  sun  slowly  sinks  into  the  west 

And  tinta  the  wild  flowers  with  deeper  pink; 
But  as  the  sun  hides  his  face  from  view 

Behind  those  flower-laden  western  crests, 
A  jMcturc  ap]jf;ars  in  the  heavens  blue  and 

A  moment  upon  the  hilltops  rests ; 
'Tis  Nature's  blushing  cheek  once  more; 

But  it  soon  fades  from  our  sight. 
'Tis  a  scene  we  all  adore, 

A  picture  of  beauty  bright. 

Nature's  pride,  the  little  country  miss, 

Nature's  blushing  cheeks  with  beauty  glows, 
Her  fluttering  heart  is  filled  with  bliss. 

As  onward  through  life  she  goes. 
Nature  spreads  her  glowing  beauties, 

Far  and  wide,  upon  the  land. 
And  performs  her  many  duties, 

With  a  willing,  extended  hand. 
Ilti    lit    ♦  ■^<-  1-,  -    ,   ,,  p]i   pflore. 

No  mattter  what's  the  brand  ; 
But  Nature's  pictures  we  love  more. 
Painted  bv  God's  own  Hand. 
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A   DREAM. 

AWCE    HOWELL   SHERMAN. 

WANT  to  go  back  to  the  old  homestead 
Where  I  played  as  a  child,  long  ago. 
I  want  to  go  back !    O,  why  has  time  sped 
On  such  swift  flying  wings  I  would  know ! 

The  little  bees  hummed  in  the  clover  all  day, 

And  the  birds  in  the  apple  tree  sung ; 
The  sweet  scent  of  lilacs,  the  newly  mown  hay, 

How  I  loved  them  when  I  was  young  I 

There  daffodils,  dahlias  and  bright  asters  grew, 

The  blush  rose  and  pretty  snow  ball; 
There  was  sweet  marjoram  and  lavender,  too, 

How  I  wish  I  could  tell  them  all! 

They  say  it's  all  changed,  the  apple  tree's  gone : 

I  think  I  would  rather  not  go. 
Grandfather,  grandmother,  all  of  them  gone. 

And  my  own  hair  as  white  as  the  snow. 

So  I'll  sit  here,  and  dream,  and  fancy  I'm  there, 

I  can  still  hear  the  little  brook's  song, 
The  tinkle  of  cowbells  in  green  pastures  fair. 

And  the  whip-poor-will  plaintive  and  long. 

Oh !  the  years !  what  a  change  there  has  been  since  then ! 

The  pleasures  I've  knov/n.  the  battles  I've  fought! 
My  playmates  all  grown  to  be  women  and  men. 

Can  it  be  they  have  old  times  forgot? 

Peace  comes  to  me  now,  as  I  sit  in  the  glow 

Of  the  fast  falling  twilight  alone. 
These  memories  sweet  surely  no  one  can  know, 

Only  those  who  were  with  me  at  home. 
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THE  BITTER  x\ND  THE  SWEET. 
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MRS.     JNO.     GRANGER. 

E  cannot  hope  to  have  life's  joys, 

And  never  feel  life's  pain ; 
When  winter's  chilling  blast  is  o'er, 

The  summer  comes  again. 
We  cannot  hope  to  pluck  life's  roses. 

And  never  find  a  thorn, 
'Tis  the  darkness  of  the  midnight 

Makes  the  glory  of  the  morn. 

The  perfume  of  the  flowers 

Seem  all  the  sweeter  when  we  know 
'Tis  in  a  dark  and  noisome  place 
'  The  pure,  sweet  blossoms  grow. 
The  blessed  sun  shines  all  the  brighter 

When  the  clouds  have  rolled  away; 
The  evening's  cool  is  all  the  sweeter 

At  the  close  of  a  sultry,  summer's  day. 

The  life  that  sheds  its  brightness 

And  sweetness  everywhere 
Will  shine  with  brighter  lustre 

When  it  stops  to  dry  a  tear. 
Or  seeks  to  share  the  burden 

Of  some  overladen  soul. 
Or  stretches  out  a  loving  hand 

To  help  another  to  the  goal. 

Life  is  all  made  up  of  changes. 

The  bitter  and  the  sweet. 
First,  the  noisy  thoroughfare : 

Then  the  quiet,  calm  retreat. 
First,  our  hearts  are  turned  to  joy. 

Then  comes  sorrow's  sad  refrain, 
Joy  and  sorrow  intermingled. 

Then  all  is  peaceful,  calm,  serene. 
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RE-MEMBER!  GOD  UXDERSTAXDS. 


HATTIE   E.    SXELL. 
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HEX   sorrow  and  care  oppress  thee. 
And  the  world  heeds  not  thy  demands, 

Take  them  in  prayer  to  thy  Heavenly  Father, 
And  remember  that  He  understands. 

When  those  around  thee  have  sorrows, 
Go,  help  them!       "Tis  His  command. 

Care  not  'what  the  world  says  of  thee ; 
Leave  it  with  God — He  understands. 

Go,  weep  o'er  the  little  white  casket ; 

Be  not  deaf  to  sorrow's  demands, 
God  watches  o'er  all  of  His  children ; 

He  loves  them, — and  He  imderstands. 

Sit  not  down,  and  weep  o'er  afflictions  ; 

But  be  up  to  do  His  commands. 
Remember,  dear  soul,  that  thy  Saviour 

Is  near  thee. — and  He  understands. 
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NATURE.  I   LOVE  THEE! 
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MISS    ROSA    BUDDE. 

W'EET  and  low. 

Sweet  and  low. 
Whispers  the  gentle  wind. 

'Tis  a  perfect  day ; 
The   sun's   glad   ray 

Bids  us  leave  dull  care  behind. 

The  flowers  smell  sweet ; 

The  song-birds  greet 
The  morn  with  their  happiest  lays. 

While   Nature  smiles, 
\\^ith  her  witching  wiles 
•    I'll  enjoy  these  golden  days. 

I  will  roam  the  fields 

Where  the  clover  yields 
To  the  bees  its  honeyed  sweets: 

And  I'll  saunter  on 
The  lanes  along. 

Where  the  wood  the  meadow  meets. 

But  soon  for  me 

Life's  dav  will  be 
Forever  passed  and  gone. 

Then  sad  I  grow 
Like  the  breezes  low 

That   sicrh   when   dav   is   done. 
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DREAMLAND. 

MAGGIE   AYMAR    ALLEN. 

REAMLAND,  bright,  alluring  dreamland, 

Where  the  lights  flicker  soft  and  low, 
And  the  music  is  the  voices  of  the  angels 

Wafted  gently  to  and  fro ! 

Dreamland,  fair,  smiling  dreamland,' 

Where  only  the  little  ones  go! 
Mother  robes  them  in  white,  kisses  them  good  night. 

Away  with  the  fairies  I  trow. 

Out  in  the  sweet  scented  orchards. 

Through  woodlands  dreamy  with  sleep. 

O'er  by-ways  strewn  with  wild  roses. 
Where  the  cool  shadows  creep; 

Out  in  the  evening's  breezes 

Where  daffodils  whisper  of  love. 
Away  over  the  fields  of  clover, 

Lighted  by  the  stars  above ; 

I  hear  the  cooing  of  their  voices, 

As  they  pass  on  the  wings  of  night. 
Methinks  it's  the  dying  echoes 

That  cease  with  the  morning's  light. 

They  travel  so  happy  and  fearless, 

The  good  fairies  watchword  keep. 
Eager  to  reach  that  mystical  land. 

While  tired  Mother  sleeps. 

They  see  the  lights  in  the  distance 

That  beckon  them  to  hurry  on. 
Hearing  strains  from  the  sweet  toned  lyric. 

The  white  robed  angels'  songs. 

They  return  on  the  wings  of  the  morning, 

Their  little  hearts  filled  with  bliss  ; 
At  the  first  pink  blush  of  dawning 

Wakes  mother  with  a  clinging  kiss. 
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WHERE  THE  FADELESS  FLOWERS  BLOOM. 
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MINNIE    EASING    NELSON. 

A.R  away  from  earth's  temptations, 

Lies  a  realm  of  song  and  light, 
Free  from  all  the  care  and  sorrow, 

And  the  curse  of  worldly  blight. 
There,  with  Christ,  our  blessed  Saviour 

There,  with  heart  and  voice  attuned, 
We  shall  sometime  rest  and  linger 

Where  the  fadeless  flowers  bloom. 


One  by  one  our  dear  ones  leave  us, 

Silently  they  cross  the  strand. 
And  we  grieve  to  see  them  passing. 

To  that  blissful  summer  land. 
Yet  we  know,  in  that  blest  haven, 

They  from  sorrow  are  immune, 
And  they're  waiting  for  us  ever, 

Where  the  fadeless  flowers  bloom. 

We  must  lay  aside  the  mortal. 

E'er  we  reach  that  realm  so  fair. 
We  must  pass  the  dreaded  portal 

When  the  Master  calls  us  there. 
We  shall  swell  the  Heavenly  chorus. 

There,  with  voices  all  attuned. 
We-  shall  swell  the  heavenly  chorus, 

Where  the  fadeless  flowers  bloom. 
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BETTER  THINGS. 


MRS.    ANNIE   K.    REYNOLDS, 

♦^ij^ETTER  to  smell  the  roses  sweet 
%jU^     Than  dwell  in  Fashion's  Hall; 
Better  to  love  as  a  little  child 

Than  not  to  love  at  all. 
Better  to  watch  the  bright,  blue  sky 

Than  gaze  on  Fiction's  page ; 
Better  to  hear  the  wild  birds  sing 
Than  a  prisoner  in  a  cage. 

Better  to  never  see  the  rich 

Than  envy  them  their  store ; 
Better  to  take  the  stranger  in 

Than  turn  him  from  your  door ; 
Better  to  do  quiet  deeds  of  love 

Than  have  an  ill  got  fame ; 
Better  to  be  a  beggar  child 

Than  to  have  an  evil  name. 

Better  to  live  in  a  cottage  neat 

Than  dwell  in  marble  towers ; 
Better  to  do  the  Master's  work 

Than  to  be  decked  out  in  ilowers; 
Better  to  fill  up  the  web  of  life 

With  grand  and  noble  worth ; 
Ay !  better  to  have  a  gentle  heart 

Than  a  fame  spread  o'er  the  earth. 

Better  to  teach  a  little  child 
Than  sit  with  idle  thought. 

Rejoice  to  hear  "Well  done,"  at  last 
For  the  good  work  you  have  wrought. 
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LOVE. 


EI-ENA   BROWNE. 
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OYOUS  their  hearts,  yet  chastened  joy  and  tender, 

Their  cup  of  happiness  serene  and  full ; 
And  earth,  now  robed  in  summer's  regal  splendor 

Like  their  glad  lives,  is  passing  beautiful. 

Through  forest-glades,  when  dewy  gems  hang  pendant 
On  bough  and  leaf  and  fair,  half-hidden  flowers. 

When  sunset  rays  make  earth  and  heaven  resplendent. 
Still  side  by  side,  they  spend  the  perfect  hours. 

Their  world,  a  sweeter  Eden  resurrected. 
Wherein  no  evil  lurks  in  strange  disguise; 

All  that  is  good  and  true  they  see  reflected 
In  the  soft  radiance  of  each  other's  eyes. 

O !  to  be  loved,  and  love  ere  hearts  grow  colder, 
Floating  in  bliss  adown  life's  golden  stream ! 

To  sing  the  songs  that  change  not,  nor  grow  older 
While  time  speeds  by  a  calm,  unbroken  dream  ! 
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THE  ANSWERED  PRAYER. 
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F.     H.     MARR. 

And  I  have  also  given  thee  that  which  thou  hast  not  asked." 

—I  Kings  3:  13. 

ASKED  that  he  might  ever  be 
In  heart  and  spirit  near  to  Thee ; 
His  very  being  to  Thee  give, 
And  in  Thy  holy  presence  hve ; — 
And  Thou  hast  borne  him  to  the  place 
Where  he  may  evermore  behold  Thy  face. 

I  asked,  without  a  doubt  or  fear, 
That  he  might  serve  before  Thee  here, 
In  Thy  appointed  place  and  part 
With  holy  hand,  and  perfect  heart; 
And  Thou  hast  given  him  service  where 
Pure  worship,  praise,  and  adoration  are. 

I  asked  for  him  this  mortal  life 

Of  toil,  and  bitterness,  and  strife ; 

Of  ceaseless  struggling  after  good, 

Of  groping,  reaching  unto  God ! 

In  answer.  Thou  hast  crowned  my  boy 

AVith  endless  life  of  happiness  and  joy. 

Oh !  answer  greater  than  I  sought. 

Transcending  every  hope  and  thought, 

I  take  thee  as  my  given  part, 

I  clasp  thee  to  my  aching  heart ! 

Oh !  answer,  scarcely  understood, 

Most  gracious  answer  of  my  King  and  God ! 
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INNOCENCE. 


MRS.    ELIZABETH    MORRIS. 
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ATCH  the  rose-bud  as  it  unfurls  to  the  light  1 
Its  petals  scarce  are  seen.     In  modest  array, 
Lifts  its  head  as  though  'twere  coy", 
And  wished  unnoticed  to  be. 
Near  by,  grow  its  taller  sisters, 
Far  more  regal,  not  so  shy, 
To  be  noticed  fain  would  be 
By  the  passer  by. 

O'er  the  modest  rose-bud,  gentle  zephyrs  sweep ; 

Tenderly  drops  the  dew  beneath. 

In  the  heart  of  tiny  rose-bud  is  a  depth 

Ne'er  could  fathom  haughty  sister  bud ; 

For  behold  the  modest  droop  of  rose-bud  sweet 

Would  not  allow  one  little  peep 

Into  that  tiny  soul  where  purity 

So  shyly  covered  sleeps. 

And  scarcely  oped  it  to  the  morning  sun, 

To  its  larger  sisters,  far  more  welcome 

And  it  so  lonely  and  yet  not  alone,  pines 

Because  its  sister  roses  more  mature 

And  regal,  deign  not  to  stoop  and  fondle. 

Our  rose-bud  stirring,  not  yet  opened,  to  the  day 

With  meekness  lifts  its  head  aloft,  not  seeking  glory 

But  with  pride's  high  sublimity  seeking — 

To  know,  and  see,  and  be. 

Vainly  wonders,  "Why  not  I, 

]\lore  useful  to  the  world,  beside 

Far  above  the  realm  of  eartli's  sweet  fragrance. 

Have  I  yet  to  give,  perhaps  into  life, 

Not  yet  like  mine,  in  future  though 

To  be  transferred  to  regal  heights 

Undreamed  of,  and  still  to  l^e." 
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BABY  FOOTSTEPS, 


iiO.   W.    HASI'ZX. 
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ABY  focisreps,  I  long  for  thee — 

Watching  and  waiting — ^rou  come  not  to  me. 
Pattering  softly  through  the  whole  day. 
Mamma's  sad  and  loneh,  since  you  went  away. 

Baby  footsteps !  I  long  for  thy  sound. 
Echoing  hither  and  thither  aroimd. 
Quickening  swiftly  at  mamma's  call. 
Dear  little  footsteps,  more  precious  than  all ! 

Baby  footsteps,  without  you  the  day  is  l«ng — 
Bringing  my  darling  with  sorrow  or  song, 
Stopping  a  moment — "Tis  kitty  I  love" — 
God  keep  our  darling  in  Heaven  above! 

Baby  f:::;^;?  ■::.-.:^7:~   ::\  :r.-.zi'.s'  srreers, 
WTiile  n;::  er  in  rir:      ir.  srri.v  weeps! 
Some  day,  those  footsteps  will  fly  to  greet 
Mother,  when  in  Heaven  above  we  meet. 
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AN  APPEAL  IN  VAIN. 
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PET531   J.    I>DHZSTy. 

HY  sit  and  mope  and  weep  all  day, 

My  father,  now  so  old  and  S^ray  ? 

Q)nie  once,  my  father,  leave  your  chair. 

To  take  a  walk  wth  me  out  there. 

Where  the  birds  are  singing  and  the  roses  bloom, 

.1?  Keaven-sent  i^ifts  to  chc  "oom. 

When  mother  lived,  my  father  dear. 
You  were  ever  full  of  love  and  cheer. 
Your  words  were  kind,' your  face  was  bright. 
And  naught  would  seem  your  life  to  blight 
But  now  you  moan,  and  wieep,  and  rave. 
Is  it  for  mother,  who  is  in  the  grave  ? 

Is  it  for  mother,  or  for  us. 

You  grieve  and  sorrow  ever  tlms? 

Come  father,  dearest,  walk  with  me. 

Out  to  the  fields,  and  there  you'll  see 

That  beauty  reigns  in  nature  still 

To  give  new  life  and  the  heart  to  thrill. 

There,  out  in  the  fields,  s-i-  very  green, 

WTiere  mother  and  you  have  often  been. 

Your  heart  will  change,  my  dearest  one. 

As  gazing  at  the  rising  sim. 

You'll  think  of  mother's  spirit  flown. 

To  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  its  own  Bright  Home. 

The  boy  ceased  speakiiig :  his  appeal  -.vas  \-aLa, 
And  his  father's  silence  had  caused  him  pain : 
But,  suddenly  looking,  he  gave  a  start : 
His  father  was  dead — of  a  broken  heart. 
He'd  grieve,  he'd  mourn,  he'd  weep  no  more. 
He'd  ioined  the  bov's  mother  on  Heavoi's  S-.\ore. 
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GOOD  BYE,  PAUL. 
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MRS.    C.    E.    BEDFORD. 

OvJD  BYE.  Paul !     I  know  tiiat  we  must  part. 

Your  country  calls,  and  3'ou  Avill  go ; 
But  Oh !  my  darling,  this  aching  in  my  heart, 

Will  never  cease,  because  I  love  you  so. 

Chorus : 

Good  bye,  Paul !  I  cannot  see  you  go  i 

Let  me  close  mine  eyes  and  cry ; 
Will  I  see  him  again  ?    C)h  !  God  only  knows ; 

My  brave,  loving  Paul,  Good  bye ! 

Will  you  always  remember  your  promise  to  me,  Paul? 

Is  your  heart  mine  forever  and  a  day. 
And  in  the  battle,  Oh !  darling,  should  you  fall. 

Will  your  spirit  come  to  me  straight  way? 

The  old  trysting  tree  in  the  meadow,  dear  Paul, 

The  hour  we  spent  in  its  shade, 
When  far,  far  away,  you'll  remember  it  all 

With  love  for  your  true  little  maid. 

The  hghts  and  the  music  come  floating  out. 

As  the  boats  passed  by  on  the  river ; 
How  we  joined  in  the  song,  you'll  remember,  no  doubt. 

And  the  glad  hours  spent  together. 

I  will  think  of  them  all  every  day  while  I  live. 

Till  you  join  me  in  spirit  or  life ; 
I  have  given  you  my  heart,  it's  all  I  can  give. 

Till  I  give  vou  mvself  as  your  wife. 
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,THE  POLICEMAN  AND  THE  CHILD. 


CHAS.     P.     REINHART. 


B  PALE-FACED  lad  came  walking  slowly  down  the  street, 
When  he  met  a  big  policeman  who  was  walking  round  his  beat. 
The  policeman  stopped  and  asked,  "Where  are  you  going,  my  little 

man? 
You  seem  to  be  in  trouble,  and  I'll  help  you  if  I  can." 

The  child  looked  up  at  him  with  his  eyes  of  blue 

And  said,  "I  want  to  find  my  mamma,  and  I  must  find  her,  too." 

"But  tell  me,  where  is  your  mamma?"  the  kind-hearted  policeman 

said. 
As  gently  with  his  big  rough  hand  he  stroked  the  child's  golden 

head. 

He  answered,  "My  mamma  left  us  last  week,  one  day ; 
She  went  to  a  place  called  Heaven,  all  the  kind  people  say ; 
And  since  my  sweet  mamma  left  me  and  dear  papa  all  alone, 
We  have  been  so  very  lonely  and  want  her  to  cdme  home. 

"By  her  side  each  night  I  would  kneel  and  pray; 

Then  she  would  tuck  me  in  bed  and,  'Good-night,'  she  would  say; 

And  if  I  can  find  her  I  shall  ask  her  to  come  back, 

For  the  sake  of  my  dear,  good  papa  and  her  little  Jack."" 

The  policeman  dried  his  eyes,  and  said,  "Heaven  is  far  from  here, 
And  I  am  afraid,  my  little  man,  that  we  can't  find  your  mamma 

dear." 
Then  with  a  sob,  the  little  lad  reeled  and  fell  to  the  ground. 
The  policeman  spoke  to  him ;  but  from  his  lips  there  came  no  sound. 

"He  is  dead,"  the  policeman  said,  and  he  wiped  away  a  tear. 
"He  has  gone  to  join  the  angels,  he  has  found  his  mamma  dear." 
He  took  him  tenderly  in  his  arms,  and  carried  him  away, 
While  the  angels  carried  his  soul  to  Heaven  with  his  mother  e'er  to 
stay. 
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IN   A   PORTLAND   HOSPITAL. 


MRS.   L.    M.   GRIFFITH. 
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N  a  Portland  hospital,  where  I  stayed, 
1  visited  a  ward  where  an  old  mother  lay ; 
Her  form  was  thin,  her  cheeks  were  pale, 
In  her  eyes  were  tears  she  could  not  veil. 

I  went  near  her  bed  and  she  took  my  hand ; 
She  said,  "I've  a  son  somewhere  in  this  land  ; 
Will  you  take  a  message  to  him  for  me? 
For  tonight  I  will  enter  eternity." 

I  bent  my  head  low  that  I  might  hear 
The  message  she  whispered  in  my  ear; 
"Tell  my  darling,  my  little  boy, 
Once  my  earthly  pride  and  joy, 

To  come  back  home,  and  reform  his  ways. 
And  leave  the  harlot's  wiles  and  lays. 
And  now  among  strangers  must  I  die ! 
And  send,  by  a  stranger,  my  last  goodbye 

To  the  child  of  my  heart  whom  I've  cherished  long, 
And  prayed  might  be  saved  from  the  paths  of  wrong. 
I'm  growing  weak;  Goodbye,"  she  said, 
And  the  poor  soul  lay  on  her  pillow  dead ! 

No  more  the  yearning  for  small  hand-clasp 
And  childish  voice ;  peace  has  come  at  last ! 
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VALE,  1905! 

ALBERT  0.  YATES. 

OODBYE,  goodbye,  Old  Year! 

Thou'rt  going  away  from  earth  for  aye, 
No  more  shall  we  thy  presence  feel ; 

Thy  joys  and  sorrows  memory  claims, 
Thine  heritage  to  man. 

All  hail,  1906!     Resurgam! 

Now  we  hail  thy  offspring, 

Joyous  Happy  New  Year, 
Bringing  naught  but  gladness. 

'Tis  thy  parting  cheer : 
Bells  are  ringing  gayly ; 

Gifts  of  love  abound, 
Song  and  dance  awaking, 

Echoing  halls  resound. 

Then  let  us  be  joyous, 

Happy  while  we  may ! 
New  Year  hath  come  again, 

Hail  the  happy  day !' 
Blithely  all  are  singing 

To  each  a  welcome  cheer. 
Hear  the  voices  ringing, 

"Happy  New  Year !" 

Oh  !  may  the  blessings 

Ushering  in  the  New  Year 
Bring  to  the  homeless  wanderer 

Alike  a  welcome  cheer ! 
Yea,  to  whom  symbols 

Of  the  season  doth  impart 
The  wealth  that  flows  so  freely, 

Give  to  the  poor  a  part. 

Then  may  the  treasures 

The  New  Year  hath  in  store 
Flow  onward  with  each  season, 

And  bless  you  more  and  more ! 
And  as  the  Old  Year 

For  aye  doth  disappear, 
He'll  send  you  still  his  good-will, 

A  Happy  New  Year! 
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MONA'S  EYES. 


MRS.  JUUA  TELFAIR  SMAI,L. 

ONA,  thy  soulful  eyes 

Gleam  like  the  Orient  stars; 
A  mystical  light  within  them  lies 

Behind  white  bars 
That,  like  gold  fringed  curtains  by  Heaven  lent, 

To  veil  their  dazzling  beams 
Index  the  purity  imminent, 
*  That  shapes  thy  dreams. 

Night's  cloudless  vault  is  rimmed 

With  stars  that  gleam  and  glow  ; 
But  soon  their  lustre  will  be  dimmed 

When  Astraea's  silver  bowl 
Flings  softer  radiance  athwart  the  skies. 

Not  so  I  ween 
Will  aught  ever  rob  thy  glorious  eyes 

Of  their  soulful  sheen. 

Oh  !  when  thy  radiant  soul 

Hath  passed  beyond  the  sweep 
Of  circling  years  that  ever  ceaseless  roll 

Solemn  and  deep — 
Their  grand  spheroidal  harmony 

Throughout  all  space. 
Thrice  radiant  then,  will  glow  thy  holy  eyes 

And. glory  lighted  face. 
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LAY  IN  YOUR  COAL. 
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MAMIE    M.    KINGHORN. 

USAN  read  in  the  mild  September  days, 
When  the  evening  bells  began  to  toll, 

A  notice  which  appeared  before  her  gaze : 
"Now  is  the  time  to  lay  in  your  coal." 


Next  morning  when  Susan  her  face  did  scrub, 
Her  young  mistress  happened  to  come  nigh, 

With  queenly  grace,  *"Tis  hard  I  have  to  rub  ; 
You're  so  black !"  she  added  with  a  sigh. 

"Deed,  I  did  what  the  notice  told  me  to : 
Last  night,  while  the  hours  onward  did  roll 

Until  the  morning  shone  on  the  dew, 

I  lay,  and  slept  in  the  black,  black  coal.' 
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LONGINGS. 


JULIETTE  THOMAS  FRANCIS. 

H !  twould  be  grand  to  go  and  stand 
Beside  the  deep  and  boundless  sea, 
To  wa:tch  the  ships  go  saiHng  past 
With  blackened  hull  and  painted  mast ! 
But  that  is  not  for  me. 

Oh  !  'twould  be  joy  to  go  and  stand 

On  mountains  tall  in  foreign  land, 
•To  watch  the  eagles  circling  by 
With  outstretched  wing  and  piercing  cry  ! 
But  that  is  not  for  me. 

Again  I  long  to  ramble  round 
'Mong  ancient  ruins,  holy  ground 

Where  once  the  Man  of  Galilee 

Traversed  the  plains  and  shimmering  sea! 
But  that  is  not  for  me. 

Not  mine  to  journey  nor  to  roam ; 

But  in  one  realm,  our  little  home, 
Toiling  for  dear  ones  day  by  day 
Bearing  life's  burden's  cheerfully ; 

This  onlv  is  for  me. 
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LOVE  DIVINE. 


MARY  E.   ADAMS. 

ENTLE  Presence  in  the  room, 

Taking-  out  the  darksome  gloom, 
Elevating  thoughts  above 
To  the  One  Who  sent  our  love, 
Give  me  more  of  Thy  Presence  here, 
In  this  little  room  so  drear. 

Keep  me  to  Thyself  alone. 
So  our  pleasure  may  be  one. 
Love  divine !  Oh  Love  Divine  ! 
Let  now  Thy  Presence  shine ! 
Love  Divine  !  Oh  !  Love  Divine  ! 
Come  now,  and  be  Thou  mine. 
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WHISPER  SOFTLY  TO  ME,  DARLINC;. 


SYD.     C.     DOUGHERTY. 


no 


ANY  years  have  passed,  my  darling, 

Since  you  placed  your  hand  in  mine, 
Since  you  whispered  softly  to  me, 

"Take  me,  darling,  I  am  thine." 
Our  tide  of  life  is  ebbing  slowly. 

And  we  soon  will  be  getting  old; 
But  our  hearts  are  young  as  ever. 

For  our  love  is  pure  as  gold. 

Chorus : 

Whisper  softly  to  me,  darling, 
Lean  your  head  upon  my  heart. 

Let  it  always  be  its  pillow. 
Till  death  summons  us  apart. 

Nestle  close  to  me,  my  darling; 

I'll  protect  you  as  of  yore, 
I  will  shield  you  from  all  danger. 

Shield  the  darling  I  adore. 
Hollow  hearts  may  cease  to  love  you, 

And  false  friends  cruelly  shun 
But  one  true  heart  will  be  faithful, 

Till  our  race  of  life  is  run. 
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MEDITATION. 


MATTIE  RIGI,ER  CLEVELAND. 


IT 


NFINITE, space,  within  thy  borders  dwell 
Those  silent  mysteries  none  can  tell ; 

Revealed  by  flashes  of  light  are  sent, 
Those  noble  thoughts  divinely  lent. 

Opening  within,  to  higher  knowledge 
So  broad,  our  senses  fail  to  grasp ; 

Visible  afar,  out  in  the  Infinite, 
Thoughts  live,  are  real,  to  last. 

Thoughts  divine,  from  Heaven  sent, 

God's  messenger  of  light, 
vSliowing  to  earth  a  wisdom  that 

For  man  exists  more  bright. 
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OCTOBER. 


JOHN    FRASER. 

HE  leaf  is  dying  on  the  tree, 

But  not  clad  in  solemnity; 

Bedecked  in  all  the  beauteous  dyes 

That  ever  gladdened  human  eyes, 

From  crimson  deep  to  palest  green. 

And  somber  fir  arranged  between. 

Though  nature  breathes  her  parting  breath, 

She's  trebly  beautiful  in  death. 

October's  pencil  paints  the  leaf 
In  hues  how  beautiful,  how  brief! 
Man's  grand  achievements  brighter  grow 
When  seen  through  Life's  October  glow ; 
And  Life's  great  conquests  seem  sublime 
When  looming  through  the  haze  of  time. 
Ah,  live  so  that  thy  life,  my  friend, 
May  glorious  as  October  end. 
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THE  FEOW  OF  THE  TIDE. 

^ipVER  onward,  down  the  ages, 
^*W'     Through  the  years  of  toil 'and  strife 
Down  the  hills  cleft  by  gorges  gushing  ' 
O'er  cataracts  with  dangers  rife 
Onward  and  still  onward  nishing 
To  what  end  we  know  not- 
Such  is  life. 
Onward,  ever  onward  sweeping, ' 
Though  often  freighted  down  with  sorrow. 
And  our  lives  so  filled  with  weeping, 
A  place  to  anchor  we  fain  would  b'o'rrow. 
Yet,  onward,  with  the  tide  still  keeping, 
And  new  hopes  are  born  with  each  tomorrow. 

Such  is  life. 
Onward,  and  still  onward  drifting. 
With  torrents  pressing  us  from  behind. 
Sometimes  we  think  the  clouds  are  lifting, 
And  out  from  the  billowy  breakers  that  bind, 
We  think  our  bark  is  surely  shifting ; 
But  still,  with  the  tide,  our  course  we'll  find; 

For  this  is  life. 
Yet  down  tlie  River  of  Eife  still  flowing, 
Watering  the  fields  and  flowers  on  the  way, 
Hoping  and  trusting,  though  never  knowing 
Whether  or  not  the  voyage  will  pay  ; 
•        For  good  or  for  evil  we're  unconciously  sowing 
Influencing  some  other  life  each  day ; 

For  this  is  life. 
Looking  backward,  o'er  billows  white. 
Finding  the  race  is  almost  run, 
Feeling  the  chilly  shades  of  night 
Gathering  round  you,  one  by  one. 
Longing  to  anchor  in  a  Haven  Bright, 
And  hear  the  welcome  words,  "Well  done"— 
The  ebbing  of  death. 
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SHIPS  AT  SEA. 

MAY   BLACK   CLAYCOMB. 

REASURE  ships  are  out  at  sea; 

\\'ill  fair  we'ather  waft  them  over 
Does  the  laughing  sunhght  kiss  them 

Like  a  fondly  earnest  lover? 
Do  the  white  sails  proudly  glisten 

As  they  shimmer  o'er  the  sea, 
Treasure  ships  from  Treasure  Island 

Sailing  swiftly  home  to  me? 

Treasure  ships  upon  the  ocean ; 

Does  the  captain  seek  to  land 
O'er  contented,  idly  drifting, 

Each  bright  day,  from  strand  to  strand? 
Does  he  know  I  stand  here  watching 

On  a  memory  laden  shore. 
For  the  ships  I  wait  to  anchor, 

While  the  waves  chant  "never  more?" 

"Ship  ahoy,  there,  gallant  captain ! 

Bring  my  treasures  home  to  me  !" 
And  the  wind  that  rushes  by  me 

Takes  my  voice  far  out  to  sea. 
But  it  bears  my  treasures  farther, 

Farther  from  the  wave  beat  shore, 
And  the  sails  grow  fainter,  smaller, 

As  the  waves  their  plaint  outpour. 

Treasure  ships  from  Treasure  Island, 

Do  they  carry  love  or  gold? 
Shining  shells  for  happy  childhood, 

Who  has  questioned?     Who  has  told? 
Still  along  the  shore  we  wait  them, 

Till  our  souls  from  care  are  free, 
Still  we  watch  at  morn  and  evening 

For  our  ships  far  out  at  sea. 


GEMSOFPOESY  435 


MY  LOST  SWEETHEART. 


MILDRED   MEREDITH. 


^21  AM  sitting  by  the  fireside,  and  the  fire  burns  warm  and  bright, 
J*      On  the  mantel  I  see  a  picture  that  is  smiling  at  me  to-night. 
'Tis  the  picture  of  my  sweet-heart,  and,  as  on  her  face  I  gaze, 
I  think  of  how  I  loved  her  in  my  happy,  boyhood  days. 

Did  we  quarrel  ?    Not  once,  no  never.    All  our  life  seemed  peace  and 

bliss 
Till  another  came  between  us,  and  did  spoil  our  happiness. 
Still  I  think  she  loved  me  better  than  the  one  that  came  between, 
Then,  Oh!  why  did  she  desert  me?    All  my  life  seems  but  a  dream. 

O,  my  darling,  how  I  love  you !    And  I  pray  both  day  and  night 
For  God  in  heaven  to  forgive,  and  some  day  to  set  things  aright. 
You  shall  be  my  idol  always,  till  forever  sets  the  sun. 
You'll  ne'er  find  a  heart  more  loving,  not  on  earth,  no,  not  one. 

All  my  life  seems  ebbing  from  me,  and  my  hair  will  soon  be  gray. 
I  am  waiting  for  the  presence  of  my  God  and  judgment  day. 
When  all  earth  is  resurrected,  and  ascends  to  that  white  throne, 
May  I  find  you  there,  an  angel,  in  that  sweet  and  peaceful  home! 

With  God  to  help  me,  I  will  strive  to  meet  you  at  the  pearly  gate ; 

He'll  help  all  who  seek  his  service  if  they  are  a  little  late. 

So  goodbye !     God  bless  you,  darling !     Surely  the  gates  will  open 

for  you. 
Remember  the  one  who  still  loves  you,  and  is  ever  faithful  and  true. 
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GOD'S  CRUCIBLE. 


R.    P.   CHRYSTIE. 


IT 


SAW  a  man  in  the  field  look  up 

With  a  sigh  too  weary  for  toil. 
"It  is  noon,  some  past/'  and  he  looked,  at  last, 

At  the  sun's  shadows  cast  on  the  soil. 

He  wiped  the  sweat  from  his  care-worn  brow, 
With  his  sleeve,  did  this  man  of  the  soil. 

His  body  was  tired,  and  his  step  was  slow  ; 
God  knows,  it  was  not  the  toil ! 

I  saw  a  woman,  watching  close  the  time, 
Shade  the  sun  from  her  eyes  with  her  arm, 

"Where's  my  man  ?  He  is  late — ill  can't  be  his  fate, 
When  God  keeps  him  always  from  harm. 

"He  is  sad  and  weary  and  lone ; 

Now  there's  no  little  laugh  or  cry 
To  greet  my  man.     Oh !  I  know  it  is  hard — 

It  is  lonesome  for  him  and  I." 

I  saw  a  grave  in  the  clearing  near. 

Spread  wdth  autumn  leaves  and  cones 
And  a  pine  board  laid  at  the  head.  And  I  read 

"Sh'^  has  gone  to  her  Heavenly  Home.' 

Then  the  woman  smiled  faith  at  her  silent  man, 

"He  gave,  and  will  give  again. 
God  is  good,  He  will  save.  Let  our  hearts  be  brave 

I  know,  for  there's  no  prayer  in  vain. 

"Come,  my  man  !  Don't  grieve  so  hard  !  It  is  wrong. 

God  is  wise.  He  will  give  bye  and  bye. 
In  faith  we  must  ask;  to  Him,  burdens  cast. 

Pray !  It's  lonesome  for  him  and  I." 
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MY   NATIVE   LAND,  AMERICA. 


MRS.    MARY  E.   SOWERS. 


1 


LOVE  thee,  America,  my  native  land, 
Thy  plains  and  thy  mountains,  and  canyons  grand, 
Thy  inlets,  thy  lakes  and  thy  rivers  so  fair, 
Thy  sunshine  and  flowers,  so  wondrously  fair! 

My  own  native  land,  thou  wert  given  >to  be 
The  home  of  the  loyal,  the  brave  and  the  free, 
By  our  fathers,  before  us,  whose  lives  they  gave, 
Old  Glory,  the  stars  and  the  stripes  to  save. 

May  peace  and  prosperity  dwell  with  us  here 
In  America,  the  land  to  us  ali  most  dear! 
And  to  all  other  nations  our  hand  extend 
And  the  warm  invitation  of  friendship  send. 
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MAY. 


M 


MISS  A.  M.  ARNOI,D. 

ELCOME,  welcome,  glorious  May ! 
Welcome  upon  this  beautiful  day ! 
Oh,  how  weary  we  grew  waiting, 

Waiting,  the  months  alternating. 
Waiting  for  our  pleasant  rambles 

Over  the  hills  and  through  brambles ;  , 
Waiting  for  the  daisies  that  peep  from  the  field 

Who  gladly  now  their  odor  yield; 
For  the  sun  that  looks  down  with  radiant  eye. 

Which  makes  everything  happy  'neath  the  sky, 
Embracing  hill  and  vale  and  stream, 

And  warning  nature  with  its  beam. 
Making  our  hearts  leap  up  and  say : 

"Thrice  welcome,  glorious  May  !" 
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'OED  GEORY. 
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G.    P.    NICOLAI. 

EING  the  banner  to  the  breeze 

And  make  the  welkin  ring; 
Eet  all  the  people  shout  for  joy, 

For  "Glory"  it  is  king; 
Bring  the  music  and  with  song 

Eet  all  the  loyal  sing, 
While. we  are  shouting  for  "Glory." 

Chorus : 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!    our  banner  it  is  king 
Hurrah!    Hurrah!    let  all  the  people  sing 
Emblem  of  our  liberty,  O !  let  its  glorv  ring 
Over  the  world— in  every  nation. 

Brightly  shine  the  stars  and  stripes 

O,  emblem  of  the  free ! 
Thou  didst  conquer  slavery 

And  gave  to  you  and  me 
Freedom  for  to  worship  God 

In  deep  humility. 
And  let  us  give  it  the  glory. 

"In  God  we  trust,"  our  motto  is. 

So  by  it  we  will  stand ; 
It  took  us  safely  through  the  strife 

Of  this,  our  glorious  land; 
Then  to  this  handler  let's  be  true 

With  heart  and  willing  hand. 
And  we  can  march  on  to  glory. 
"Old  Glory"  is  still  waving  high 

O'er  Uncle  Sam's  domain 
Its  stars  and  stripes  are  ever  seen 

On  ocean  and  on  plain  ,- 
A  grander  banner  on  the  earth 

We  ne'er  shall  find  again, 
And  we  will  stand  by  "Old  Glory." 
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FAITH.  HOPE  AND    CHARITY 


3f 


LY  away,  sad  hours !    Let  the  bahii  of  peace 

Come  to  sorrowing  souls  on  earth. 
Fly  away,  sad  hours !    Let  the  hope  of  bliss 

And  the  joy  of  a  Heavenly  birth 
Come  to  cheer  the  heart  of  the  weary  ones. 

\\'ith  a  joy  no  tongue  can  tell, 
And  a  faith  to  think  there's  a  Home  Beyond, 

And  a  home  where  all  is  well. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  stream  of  life 

Are  flowers  divinely  fair; 
And  a  glorious  realm  that  is  free  from  strife, 

And  our  friends  await  us  there. 
For  well  they  know  that  the  time  is  short 

Ere  we,  too,  shall  cross  the  vale, 
And  they  hope,  with  joy,  to  greet  us  oft 

When  we  go  with  the  boatman  pale. 

For  the  boatman  comes  with  a  purpose  sure 

To  relieve  us  from  all  pain, 
When  we  no  longer  can  endure 

The  strain  on  body  and  brain. 
He  comes,  he  comes,  with  a  gallant  barque 

And  his  oars  are  strong  and  wide ; 
And  he  plies  them  well  till  we  reach  the  ark, 
And  are  safe  on  the  Other  Side. 
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TOO   LATE. 


MISS   henny  a.  bing. 


m 


0\V  our  youthful  days  are  fleeting, 

And  our  footsteps  getting  slow; 
But  there  still  is  something  missing. 

As  we  sit  in  the  fireside's  glow. 

As  often  our  hearts  will  wonder 

If  the  time  shall  ever  come, 
When  our  blessed,  darling  children. 

Shall  ever  again  cheer  our  home. 

Long,  long  years  ago,  our  darlings 
Crossed  the  deep,  blue,  foaming  sea, 

Went  to  seek  a  wealth  and  fortune. 
In  the  land  across  the  sea. 

But  since  that  sad  and  doleful  morning, 

Never  have  we  heard  or  seen 
Anything  of  how  they're  thriving 

Or  when  they're  coming  home  again. 

Thus  the  old  folks,  sitting  lonely, 

Mourned  for  their  children  night  and  day, 

'Til  the  blessed  Lord,  in  pity. 
Called  them  up  to  Heaven  away. 

When  those  children  at  last  turned  homeward. 
Father  and  mother  both  were  gone ; 

From  their  side  too  long  they'd  lingered, 
Leaving  them  too  long  alone. 
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I  CAN  STILL  HEAR  THE  VOICE. 


n 


HARVEY    H.    GOTTSCHALI*. 

CAN  still  hear  the  voice,  so  sweet  and  clear, 

The  voice  from  the  lips  of  my  mother  dear. 
Calling  me  when  but  yet  a  child, 
While  roaming  the  fields  and  forest  wild. 

I  can  see  her  as  in  days  of  yore. 
Standing  before  the  open  door, 
Watching  with  her  heart's  content 
The  way  my  nimble  foot-steps  went. 

I  can  still  hear  the  sweet  celestial  lays. 
Which  she  chanted  throughout  the  summer  days. 
Ah !  loud  and  clear  the  echo  rang. 
While  songs  of  gratitude  she  sang. 

I  can  still  hear  her  voice  which  uttered  praise, 
To  Him  Who  lives  through  Endless  Days, 
I  can  hear  her  voice  which  bade  me  flee 
From  the  snares  of  all  iniquity. 

I  can  still  hear  her  voice  at  the  close  of  day, 
When  my  childish  heart  abandoned  play,' 
When  kneeling  'round  our  cottage  bed. 
On  bended  knee  her  prayer  she  said. 
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THE  LESSON  OF  LIFE. 


ADEl^E    OTIS. 
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AM  dreaming  in  the  twilight 

Of  the  days  forever  past; 
Golden  days,  that,  filled  with  sunshine, 

Were  too  beautiful  to  last. 

No  crowding  care  nor  sorrow 
Weighed  upon  my  spirit  free ; 

Like  the  joyous  dawn  of  Springtime, 
Did  life  then  unfold  to  me. 

All  my  fancies  were  the  brightest ; 

All  my  plans  were  tinged  with  rose; 
In  the  hearts  that  feel  no  sadness, 

Hope's  glad  light  forever  glows. 

Little  thought  I  of  the  future 
Or  the  way  I  should  be  led; 

And  the  hours  fraught  with  pleasure, 
Like  the  wings  of  morning  sped. 

But,  too  soon,  clouds  came  to  darken 
My  clear  sky — the  fate  of  all ; 

For,  however  fair  life's  dawning. 
Ere  its  close,  some  rain  must  fall. 

Into  every  life  creep  shadows, 

E'en  though  calm  its  current  flows; 

But,  if  bravely  borne,  all  crosses, 
God  reward  in  full  bestows. 
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THE   PEDDLER. 


VIOLA    MARTIN. 


S 


EE  him  coming  down  the  street, 

A  heavy  burden  on  his  back ! 
But  a  cheerful  "Morning,"  to  all  he  meets, 

Though  tired  his  feet,  and  heavy  the  pack. 

Rain  or  sutishine,  sleet  or  snow, 
•  You  will  see  him  trudging  on. 
Carrying  all  his  earthly  riches 
In  that  pack  he  has  along. 

If  you  cannot  buy  his  trinkets. 

Give  him  just  at  least  a  smile 
And  a  cheery  word,  and  maybe 

Let  him  stop  and  rest  awhile. 

Help  him  go  along  life's  journey, 

As  he  strives  himself  to  feed. 
None  of  us  can  know,  when  we 

May,  ourselves,  assistance  need. 

One  thing  sure,  we  know  he  has  not 
Happy  home  with  friends  about. 

Let  us  help  him  to  bo  happy 
In  his  sad  and  lonely  lot. 

So  be  kind  to  the  "old  Peddler" 

Who  raps  at  your  door  today. 
Give  him  words  of  cheer  and  courage, 

As  he  goes  along  his  way. 
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SHIVERING   WITH   COLD. 


XL 


JOHN   W.    HARRISON. 

HE  wind  was  blowing  fiercely ; 

The  snow  fell  thick  and  fast, 
And  thousands  that  were  homeless 

Were  shiv'ring  in  the  blast, 
Thousands  that  are  homeless. 

And  shivering  with  cold: 
Will  you  not  kindly  help  them 

With  your  silver  and  your  gold  ? 

Chorus : 

You  that  have  things  plenty 

And  mansions  that  are  fair. 
If  you  cross  beyond  the  river 

You  will  not  need  them  there. 
Some  day  you'll  want  a  passport 

To  a  mansion  in  the  sky ; 
Remember  now  the  homeless. 

Oh  !  will  you  pass  them  by  ? 

There  is  the  aged  mother ; 

There  are  the  children,  too, 
Who  suffer  with  the  cold 

Until  their  hands  are  blue. 
Thousands  that  are  homeless 

And  shivering  with  cold, 
Will  you  not  come  and  help  them 

With  your  silver  and  your  gold? 

I  hear  the  bells  a  ringing; 

For  it  is  Christmas  night. 
Will  you  consent  to  help  them 

To  make  their  Christmas  bright? 
For  Christ,  He  died  to  save  you. 

And  ransomed  full  your  soul. 
Will  you  not  help  those  dear  ones 

With  your  silver  and  your  gold? 
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LOVE'S  RECOMPENSE. 


XL 


JOHN    RAMSEY    GRAHAM. 

HE  love  that  sees  in  wrinkled  face, 
In  silvered  hair  and  faded  eyes, 

The  mirror  of  their  gracious  youth 
Is  winner  of  life's  richest  prize. 

The  love  that  dotes  on  beauty's  charm, 
To  die  as  beauty  fades  away, 

Finds  nectar  turn  to  bitter  dregs 
And  crystal  idols  naught  but  clay. 

For  age  must  come  if  death  forbears 
To  shorten  life  to  briefer  span ; 

The  love  that  holds  glamour  of  youth 
Outranks  all  else  vouchsafed  to  man. 
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THE  FUNNIEST  THING. 


ROBT.     S.     MC  MAHON. 


1^ 


OU'RE  growing  old'" — that's  what  they  say, 

Tho'  I  don't  feel  so  much  that  way. 
Yet  true  or  not,  I'm  satisfied 
I've  seen  the  sad  and  funny  side;' 
But  the  funniest  of  all  the  things  I  know 
Is  to  see  a  girl  when  she  tries  to  throw. 

I've  read  "Bill  Nye's  Remarks"  all  through, 

And  other  noted  fun-makers,  too; 

I  think  myself  in  capital  luck 

When  comes  the  latest  edition  of  Puck ; 

But  these  won't  compare  at  all,  I  know, 

With  seeing  a  girl  when  she  tries  to  throw. 

I've  spent  my  evenings  here  and  there. 
I've  looked  for  fun  most  everywhere. 
The  circus  comes  and  I  attend; 
The  clown's  the  climax  and  the  end ; 
But  a  funnier  sight  than  any  show 
Is  to  see  a  girl  when  she  tries  to  throw. 

I've  made  a  target  of  myself 
I've  laid  the  wager  on  the  shelf. 
Of  W'inning  I  could  always  boast, 
Though  I'd  stand  as  still  as  any  post. 
It's  funny  how  the  missiles  go 
Whenever  a  girlie  tries  to  throw. 
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SPRING. 


J.   HUBERT  PECK. 

F  all  the  seasons  in  the  year, 
The  spring  we  hail  with  greatest  cheer; 
Jack  Frost,  he  hastens  from  the  ground. 
And  sneaks  away  without  a  sound. 
Then  Boreas  gives  up  his  powers, 
And  softens  in  the  April  showers. 

The  farmers  all  get  out  their  plows ; 
The  boys  to  pasture  drive  the  cows ; 
The  woodchuck  comes  from  hybernate. 
And  at  the  surface  shows  his  pate. 
Then  Nature  shows  her  vernal  green. 
How  changed  from  weary  winter  scene ! 

O,  Spring !  that  thou  wouldst  longer  stay, 
And  lengthen  out  thy  lovely  May, 
In  which  the  floral  world  renews 
Its  perfumes  and  its  varied  hues ! 
But  now  as  in  the  days  of  yore, 
Thou  art  but  one  of  seasons  four. 
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ALONE  WITH   THE   INFINITE. 


1R 


MARIE    B.     SCHULTZ. 

EFUGE,  shelter  in  affliction, 
Harbor  when  the  tempests  blow. 

Pure  and  holy  in  the  freedom 
And  the  peace  Thou  dost  bestow. 

In  Thy  undefiled  seclusior. 

Where  no  envy  or  hatred  dwell, 
Can  the  soul  pour  out  its  longings 

And  the  heart  its  anguish  tell? 

When  distressed  and  sorely  troubled, 
Tired  and  weary  unto  death, 

Thou  canst  hear  the  silent  message 
Spoken  only  in  a  breath. 

Reverently  the  faintest  murmur 
Is  concealed  within  Thy  breast, 
From  a  world  of  vain  pretension 
Thou  dost  ofifer  solace,  rest. 
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FLOWERS. 


ETTIE   ADELAIDE    SHEPARD. 

F  we  had  no  fragrant  flowers 
With  their  many  colors  bright, 

Life  would  lose  half  its  sweetness, 
This  earth,  much  of  its  light. 

They  deck  the  grandest  mansions, 
In  the  humble  cot  they're  found. 

Where'er  you  see  them  blooming, 
Is  the  home  where  love  abounds. 

They  are  a  sweet  love-token 

In  sorrow  and  in  joy; 
Their  fragrance  brings  back  memories 

Of  long  forgotten  days. 

God  has  given  them  as  emblems 

Of  a  brighter,  purer  life, 
Where  all  is  love  and  beauty 

That  will  not  fade  awav 
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A  SABBATH  DAY'S  JOURNEY. 


H 


WILI^    GRAY. 

DOWN  the  great  abyss  of  space, 
An  angel's  wings  are  gleaming, 

The  crimson  dawn  lights  up  her  face. 
The  world  beneath  lies  dreaming, 

She  seeks  a  precious,  priceless  gem 
To  deck  the  Royal  Diadem. 

The  land  of  massacre  and  blood, 
Far,  far  behind  she's  leaving, 

Across  the  ocean's  angry  flood. 
Where  restless  waves  are  heaving. 

Aye,  Far  and  near  she  seeks  the  gem 
To  deck  the  Royal  Diadem. 

O'er  sun-kissed  shores  of  countries  fair^ 
Where  roses  bright  are  blooming. 

O'er  ice-bound  regions  bleak  and  bare, 
Where  icebergs  grand  are  booming, 

In  many  climes  she  seeks  the  gem 
To  deck  the  Royal  Diadem. . 

The  day  wanes  fast,  the  sun  sinks  low, 
Sweet  vesper  bells  are  ringing: 

Back,  unredeemed  must  T  go? 
The  precious  gem  nay  bringing? 

Ceaselessly  still  I'll  seek  that  gem 
To  deck  the  Royal  Diadem. 

Yet,  see!  O  God,  I'm  free  at  last! 

Seel  there's  a  sinner  kneeling! 
Repentant  tears  are  falling  fast. 

Eternity,  revealing. 
One  tear,  dear  Christ,  I've  found  the  gem 

To  deck  the  Roval  Diadem. 
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THE  VOICE  I  HEARD. 


ANNA    I,E    NEVE. 

®H !     I  never  shall  forget  how,  in  a  tiny  cot, 
With  the  rosevines  clinging  'round  its  open  door, 
Came  accents  sad  and  low,  from  an  almost  childish  voice — 
Oh !    I'll  never,  never  see  thee  any  more  ! 

Will  the  days  that  are  to  come,  of  the  future  dark  to  me 
Bring  no  soothing  balm,  to  ease  my  aching  heart? 

Will  her  grave  before  me  loom  with  its  awful  midnight  gloom, 
And  the  future,  once  so  bright,  no  joy  impart? 

Will  the  days  of  youth  go  on,  'neath  the  shadow  and  the  gloom, 

That  has  nestled  in  my  heart  and  seems  to  say, 
I  must  sorrow  all  day  long,  in  my  sad  and  lonely  home. 

And  grief  invite,  a  constant  guest,  to  stay  ? 

Heart  of  mine,  be  still,  and  know,  He  who  died  on  Calvary, 
Gladly  will  He  still  these  surging  waves  of  pain; 

He  will  heal  this  broken  heart,  and  give  strength  in  time  of  need, 
And  give  back  to  me  the  joys  of  life  again. 

Help  me,  Lord,  to  be  content  with  the  blessings  left  to  me ; 

Send  the  blessed  sunshine  as  in  days  of  yore, 
I  put  my  hand  in  Thine ;  Oh !  lead  me  gently  on, 

Until  I  meet  my  loved  ones  on  the  other  shore. 

Then  the  voice  in  notes  of  joy  (all  trace  of  sorrow  gone) 

Answered,  "I  am  trusting  only  now  in  Thee; 
And  the  way  is  bright  again  and  my  heart  is  free  from  pain, 

Keep  me  safe  and  from  grief's  awful  burden  free." 
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SOMETIME,.  SOMEWHERE. 


Emma  d.  pirrs. 


S 


OMETIME,  somewhere,  in  the  future's  golden  glow, 

I  shall  see  thee,  and  shall  know  thee. 
For  my  own  soul  tells  me  so, 

Sometime,  somewhere,  I  shall  hold  thy  hand  in  mine ; 
While  I  gaze  on  thee  delighted, 

For  thee,  roses  I  will  twine. 

Sometime,  somewhere,  thornless  roses  I  will  bring. 

And  their  radiant,  royal  beauty. 
On  thy  pathway  I  will  fling ; 

Sometime,  somewhere,  thou  wilt  my  instructor  be,  - 
As  we  climb  fair  wisdom's  mountains. 

Towering  o'er  the  soul's  white  sea. 

Sometime,  somewhere,  we'll  forget  all  mortal  pain, 

When  we  walk  in  fields  elysian. 
Free  from  every  earthly  stain, 

Sometime,  somewhere,  when  the  last  divide  we've  crossed, 
We'll  forget  that  we  were  ever 

Torn  with  grief  or  tempest  tossed. 
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A  DREAM  OF  SUMMER. 
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JOSEHINE  E.   CRAGIN. 

BROWN  leaf  drifting  by 

'Neath  a  gray,  cloud-swept  sky, 
A  feather,  downward  cast 
By  a  bird  flying  past, 
A  lichen,  frayed  and  torn, 
Once  by  a  proud  tree  worn ; 
These  were  the  souvenirs, 
Wet  with  the  storm-cloud's  tears, 
The  wild  wind  brought  to  me 
From  meadow,  wood  and  tree. 

Frail  messengers,  and  yet 

They  made  my  heart  forget 

The  silent  rills  ice-bound 

And  far-off  hills,  snow  crowned ; 

I  heard  the  thrush's  song, 

When  the  bright  day  grew  long; 

Or  in  the  twilight  dim, 

The  vesper  sparrow's  hymn. 

The  charm  of  Summer's  power 

Held  me  that  fleeting  hour. 

'Twas  a  kind  wind  that  bore 
Those  treasures  to  my  door, 
That  swept  away  the  guise 
Of  chilling  wintry  skies, 

That  bade  me  bide  awhile 
Where  Summer's  joys  beguile ; 
And  made  the  white  earth  seem 
For  a  brief  waking  dream, 
With  song  and  beauty  rife. 
Awake  with  rapturous  life. 
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THE  STATEMAN'S  DREAMS. 


va 


ROMIBTTA    V.    BRASFIE^D. 

HEN  youth  was  bright  with  flushing  hope, 
And  morning,  fair  with  unrecognized  joy, 
Ere  grief  had  set  its  seal  to  cope 

With  the  ambitions  his  heart  would  employ, 
The  years  to  come  spread  out  before 

A  panorama  of  wishes  and  achievements  unrolled 
Into  a  beautiful  vision  with  marvelous  love, 

Of  gifts  to  his  country  and  riches,  fame  and  love  untold. 

When  Time  had  touched  him  with  his  trials, 

And  seared  his  heart  with  pain, 
The  days  of  youth  with  their  joyous  wiles, 

More  sweetly  came  again ; 
Back  would  he  go  to  the  flowery  path, 

He  trod  when  life  was  young, 
Ere  he  tasted  the  bitterness  of  Time's  wrath 

Each  moment  a  joy  unsung. 

When  all  love  stayed  sweet  and  dreams  came  true. 

With  jealousy  and  strife  unknown. 
Envy  and  evil  passed  him  by 

For  love  to  claim  its  own ; 
What  cared  he  for  fame  or  honors?    In  truth, 

Too  heavy  the  load,  too  sharp  the  thorns  they  hide  1 
More  sweet  the  innocence  of  youth 

Than  aught  of  earth's  glories  beside. 

Then  he  mused  again ;  life  is  not  for  fame ; 

Or  to  gather  golden  treasure. 
What  matters  it,  if  lost  my  name, 

So  I  give  to  earth  the  power  that  is  my  measure? 
To  play  a  part  in  a  wond'rous  plan, 

Is  of  all  work  entrancing; 
To  smooth  the  way  for  future  man 

And  aid  old  earth's  advancing. 
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ALONE  AT  MIDNIGHT. 


IT 


J.     M.    WILLOUGHBY. 

'M  here  alone  at  midnight's  hour, 

Watching-  the  starlit  skies^ 
Though  sorrow's  waves  come  o'er  me  now, 

And  make  my  memory  fly. 

I  hear  the  low  winds  softly  blow 
Beneath  the  boughs  that  wave ; 

They  seem  to  say  "some  other  day 
You'll  wander  far  away." 

I've  watched  the  deep  blue  starlit  skies 

Begem  the  heavens  blue ; 
And  watched  the  moonlight  as  it  flies 

Over  my  home  and  you. 

I've  lonely  wandered,  sad  I've  roamed, 

Oft  in  this  stilly  night ; 
The  smiles,  the  tears  of  childhood's  years 

Have  vanished  from  my  sight. 

I'm  coming  home — Oh  !  joyful  gleam — 

Never  more  to  roam ! 
Alas !  dear  friends,  'twas  all  a  dream : 

I'm  only  here  alone. 
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MY  MOTHER'S  KISS. 
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EMMA   D.    PITTS. 

T  even,  I  reclining  lay, 

E'er  daylight  had  to  darkness  grown ; 
At  eventide,  the  close  of  day. 

The  sighing  night  wind  o'er  me  blown; 
When  came  unto  my  listening  ear. 

Sweet  whispered  words  of  happiness, 
Ay,  happiness  so  sweet  and  clear. 

That  filled  were  they  with  power  to  bless. 

And  downward,  sweeping  o'er  my  face. 

Came  tenderly  the  face  I  love — 
My  mother  with  angelic  grace, 

And  kissed  me,  she  from  realms  above. 
The  blessing  of  that  holy  kiss 

Doth  'bide  with  me  as  days  pass  by, 
And  brings  me  more  and  more  of  bliss, 

Each  eventide  approaching  nigh. 
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THE  PICTURE. 


INER  TALER. 


^21  T  is  a  tiny  picture  in  my  box  of  jewels  rare, 
J^     That  calls  me  back  in  memory  to  days  of  old; 
And  it  tells  of  pleasant  hours  spent  by  us,  a  happy -pair, 
Before  our  hearts  had  thoughts  of  growing  cold. 

Just  a  tiny  picture  I'll  prize  until  I  die, 

That  whispers  of  those  love  days  long  ago ; 

We  are  now  the  best  of  friends  and  our  friendship  e'er  will  last, 

But  friendship's  not  the  same  as  love,  dear  Joe. 

Why  do  hearts  of  men  grow  careless  to  the  joys  of  other  days, 
And  their  lips  speak  not  the  love  words  as  of  yore? 
And  the  smiles  that  to  our  hearts  are  like  the  sun's  bright  happy  rays. 
Are  they  not  to  shed  their  sunshine  any  more  ? 
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BIRDS  OF  SPRING. 


WALTER    A.    LANE. 
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H  !  beautiful  Spring ! 

Take  a  walk  through  the  meadow ; 
In  sunshine  or  shadow, 
And  hear  the  happy  birds  sing. 

In  the  beautiful  Spring, 
A  .walk  through  the  wood 
Is  freshing  and  good, 
To  hear  the  birds  sing. 

Oh!  beautiful  May! 
When  the  birds  sing  gay, 
And  the  flowers  shed  perfume 
On  the  breeze  all  the  day! 

Oh  !  beautiful  Spring ! 
So  fair  and  so  bright. 
We  are  bidding  you 
And  the  birds,  Goodnight ! 
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MOAN  OF  THE  OCEAN. 


W.    E.    WRYE. 
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OWN  by  the  seashore, 

Dreams  of  the  past, 
Filled  with  a  gladness 

Too  deep  to  last, 
Steal  o'er  my  senses, 

Bringing-  again, 
Bright  days,  so  happy, 

Dark  days  of  pain. 

One  summer  evening, 

Long,  long,  ago, 
I  was  so  happy. 

Heart  all  aglow ; 
My  love  was  with  me, 

Down  on  the  beach, 
Heaven  was  near  me 

Almost  in  reach. 

Now,  I  am  lonely, 

Here  by  the  sea, 
Sad  recollections 

Clinging  to  me; 
Ghosts  of  a  dead  past, 

Rising  again. 
Filling  my  heart  with 

An  exquisite  pain. 

Sands  of  the  seashore. 

Ghostly  and  white, 
Stretch  out  before  me 

Into  the  night ; 
Pale  silver  moonlight, 
Sad,  restless  seas, 
Moan  of  the  ocean. 
Still  dear  to  me. 
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A  LITTLE  LIGHT. 
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HILDA    MYRTl^Ji    WALTERS. 

O  be  a  light  would  only  be 
To  lend  helping  hands  to  all  you  see ; 
Forgive  little  wrongs  others  may  do : 
This  is  the  position  waiting  for  you. 

This  is  how  to  show  a  great  light : 
Let  your  stars  shine  when  dark  the  night, 
Cause  shadows  into  sunshine  to  grow. 
Is  this  the  seed  you  long  to  sow? 

Watch  little  deeds  that  they  are  good, 
Eor  rain-drops  enough  will  cause  a  flood. 
And  the  key  which  unlocks  the  day 
Will  keep  the  darkness  from  the  way. 

The  little  stars  in  the  heaven  so  blue 
Give  an  example  for  us  to  do ; 
Though  darkness  -all  around  them  peep, 
They  give  light  while  all  are  asleep. 
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HOPE. 
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MISS    MARY    E.    COLUNS. 

OPE   is  a  Star  that  will  lead  thee  onward 

To  poverty  or  to  fame; 
Hope  is  a  star  that  is  blest  and  hallowed, 

,If  you  will  but  harken  to  its  name. 

Some  hope  to  live  a  moral  lite 
By  shunning  temptation's  snares, 

Others  try  to  live  a  scheming  life 
Well  filled  with  imitative  airs. 

But  hope  is  a  word,  if  understood, 

'Twill  carry  you  on  to  glory, 
As  it  has  been  sung  by  sages  old. 

And  is  printed  in  song  and  story. 

Hope  to  the  Christian  is  a  pass-word, 

Which  fadeth  not  away ; 
Twill  stand  as  a  beacon  light 

Throughout  eternal  day. 
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A  GARDEN  OF  GETHSEMANE. 


EI,I,A    EVANS    BROWN. 

MOTHER,  thy  years  of  patient  toil, 
Thy  watchful  love  and  care, 

And  now  to  leave  us  all  alone ! 
The  loss  we  cannot  bear ! 

Knowst  thou  our  grief  now? 

Dost  see  our  sad  tears  flow  ? 
Oh  !  Art  thou  near  in  pity  still  ? 

Dear  mother,  we  miss  thee  so ! 

How  sad  to  know  that  never, 

In  this  life  here  below. 
Can  we  tell  thee  of  our  joy, 

Our  grief,  our  love,  or  sadness  woe. 

But  blessed  thou  are  in  a  Better  Land, 
While  we  wait  the  coming  day, 

When  to  us,  you'll  come  as  an  angel 
And  we'll  float  to  Heaven  awav. 
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COME,  MY  DARLING. 
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Emma  d.  pitts. 

OME,  my  darling",  come  tonight, 
To  thy  mother's  waiting  soul. 

Bring  to  me  love's  holy  light, 
Make  my  broken  spirit  whole. 

Let  me  see  thy  radiant  face, 
That  once  lay  upon  my  heart ; 

Let  me  now  behold  thy  grace, 
Darling,  of  myself  a  part. 

Thou  who  left  me  one  lone  night. 
When  the  mist  was  falling  fast, 

Left  me  to  my  sorrow's  might, 
To  the  storm  that  o'er  me  passed. 

Come  and  take  me  by  my  hand, 
Lead  my  yearning  spirit  up. 

To  the  heights  where  I  can  stand, 
Far  above  life's  bitter  cup. 

Lead  me  to  the  mountain  top, 
Where  I  may  perceive  the  light, 

Where  I  may,  in  meekness  drop 
All  that  keeps  me  from  the  right. 

Come  to  me,  my  own  sweet  child, 
With  thine  eyes  of  heaven's  blue ; 

Come,  and  make  me  reconciled, 
For  my  spirit  yearns  for  you. 
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SWEET   FALLS   OF  NL\GARA. 


REA   EVANGEtlNE  DE  PIEREE. 

^  MIGHT  travel  forever 
Jf-    This  wide  world  through; 
But  no  grander  spot  could  I  find 

Than  thou  art,  Niagara, 

Great  monarch  of  waters, 
All  powerful  king,  here's  to  you. 

When  the  glorious  morn 

I  no  more  shall  behold  thee. 
Nor  thy  wild  rushi;ig  roar  shall  I  hear, 

Still  thou  wilt  go  on 

In  thy  maddening  hurry, 
Through  all  the  succeeding  years. 

Sweet  Falls  of  Niagara, 

Could  I  but  see  thee. 
And  lie  down  to  die  near  thy  side, 

Thy  grand,  mighty  roar 

Falling  ever  around  me. 
My  soul  there  in  peace  would  abide. 
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LET  EACH  MOTHER  TEACH  HER  CHILD. 
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UZZie    H.    BeTTENDORF. 

ET  each  mother  take  upon  her  knee. 
Her  child  day  by  day  as  it  grows, 

Let  her  talk  to  it  in  a  gentle  way 

And  not  use  angry  words  and  blows. 


Let  her  tell  him  day  by  day 
Of  the  love  of  God,  our  Kinc. 

Let  her  teach  him  to  say  his  prayers 
And  Gospel  hymns  to  sing. 

Let  her  take  him  to  Sabbath  school. 
Where  the  words  of  God  he'll  hear, 

Let  her  teach  him  that  in  this  world, 
He  has  no  one  but  God  to  fear. 

Then  when  he  grows  to  be  a  man. 
He  will  be  worth  a  mother's  love; 

And  when  he  passes  from  this  earth 
He  will  find  room  above. 
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OUR  MARTYRED  DEAD. 


B.    J.    CARL. 


*Wy  AJSE  our  starry  banner!  unfurl  it  to  the  breeze! 
II  \     Wave  it  o'er  the  heroes  asleep  beneath  the  trees 
Of  Justice,  Peace  and  Liberty,  which  they  so  dearly  bought, 
And  show  that  we  appreciate  each  martyred  patriot ! 

They  willingly  gave  up  their  lives  for  what  it  might  be  worth, 
And  made  this  nation  what  it  is — the  greatest  on  the  earth; 
We'll  lay  our  garland  on  their  graves  and  o'er  the  waters  strew 
Our  choicest  floral  offerings  and  tears  like  sparkling  dew. 

Their  brightness  but  reminds  us  of  the  shining  records  left, 
Those  noble  deeds  of  valor  to  console  us,  now  bereft ; 
Rest  in  peace,  dear  brothers ;  your  deeds  we'll  keep  in  view. 
Then  future  generations  will  love  and  honor  you. 

As  we  today  are  doing,  we'll  continue  to  repeat, 
Till  the  bugle  call  is  sounded,  and  we  meet  at  Jesus'  feet; 
Where  a  just  reward  is  waiting,  all  soldiers  good  and  true, 
Those  noble,  brave  defenders  of  the  Red,  W^hite  and  Blue. 
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COME  BACK  TO  ME. 


ESTHER  WILBER. 


S 


OFTLY  the  wind  sighs  in  the  west, 

Gently  the  day  is  dying, 
Serene  and  calm  o'er  the  billow's  crest, 

A  stately  ship  is  flying; 
Far,  far  away  o'er  the  ocean  blue, 
'Tis  bearing  a  brother  fond  and  true. 

With  flaxen  curls  and  eyes  of  blue, 
With  heart  that  is  ever  sighing, 

A  maiden  stands  in  the  twilight  hue. 
And  her  thoughts  are  ever  flying, 

Far,  far  away,  o'er  the  ocean  blue, 

Where  dwells  a  brother  fond  and  true. 

Thinking  of  days  when  he  was  near, 

Nothing  to  her  denying, 
Filling  each  hour  with  right  good  cheer, 

Swiftly  the  moments  flying; 
Thoughts  of  a  brother  fond  and  true, 
Who  now  is  wearing  a  suit  of  blue. 

Refrain : 
Come  back,  my  brother, 
Come  back  to  me, 
Over  the  deep  and  beautiful  sea, 
Come  back,  my  brother. 
Come  back  to  me. 
Yes,  I  am  waiting,  waiting  for  thee. 
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MY   IDEAL. 


HARRIETT    M.    L.    JUMPER. 

Y  Ideal  wouldst  thou  see, 
Listen  awhile,  my  friends,  to  me ; 
A  pen  portrait  I  will  draw  for  you, 
And  strive  to  paint  it  in  colors  true. 

He  may  be  short,  or  he  may  be  tall, 
He  may  be  large,  or  he  may  be  small ; 
His  face  may  be  browned  by  his  daily  toil, 
His  hands  be  hardened  by  tilHng  the  soil. 

He  may  not  be  handsome,  yet  noble  and  brave, 
True-hearted  and  manly,  to  no  habit  a  slave. 
Such  as  chewing  tobacco,  or  smoking  cigars. 
His  ambition  is  high,  he  aims  at  the  stars. 

Too  good,  and  too  noble  to  look  on  the  wine, 
Though  its  colors  sparkle,  and  flash,  and  shine; 
The'  lowly  in  life  his  station  may  be. 
If  his  character  is  fine,  he's  the  man  for  me. 
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ON  GRADUATION. 


XL 


CLYDE    ELMER    SHAND. 

HE  goal  is  reached,  the  day  is  won, 
And  gladness  reigns  on  every  hand ; 

The  end  for  which  we  sought  is  gained 
And  life  before  us  proudly  stands ; 

Two  paths  before  us  mutely  lie ; 

One  clothed  in  verdure  rich  and  rare; 
The  other  strewn  with  many  thorns, 

With  trials  of  unceasing  care. 

The  first  path  leads  o'er  roads  so  smooth, 
Where  neither  toil  nor  care  abounds; 

Where  visions  grand  before  us  rise, 

And  naught  is  heard  but  sweetest  sounds ; 

It  winds  through  groves  and  meadows  green, 
Where  countless  flow'rs  shed  fragrance  rare; 

Where  myriad  song  birds,  flitting  free, 
Fling  forth  their  songs  on  balmy  air. 

The  end  is  lost  in  fog  and  mist, 
And  fades  away  like  idle  dreams; 

Then  dark  disgrace's  form  appears 

Where  sweet  repentance  faintly  gleams. 

The  last  path  leads  o'er  mountains  rough. 

And  valleys  full  of  dreariness,    . 
Then  rising  to  a  noble  height. 

It  leads  to  honor  and  success ; 

And  day  by  day  we  strive  to  reach 
This  shining  mount  of  endless  fame ; 

And  when  'tis  reached  we  hear  with  joy, 
"You've  won  the  prize,  an  honored  name." 


M 
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MY  DREAMS. 


JULIET  MILIAR. 

EARY  with  great  sorrow  and  failure, 

Upon  my  bed  I  seek  rest  in  sleep, 
I  long  to  forget  all  my  anguish, 

In  happy  slumber  and  dreams  so  deep. 
I  dream  my  life  is  one  of  riches, 

Rarest  of  paintings  adorn  the  wall, 
Lace  and  velvet  drape  the  stained  windows, 

Servants  are  near  to  obey  my  call; 
But  from  this  weary  drean;  of  riches. 

This,  only  this, — to  wake. 

Again  I  dream,  the'  riches  have  flow^n. 

Fame  winds  her  great  arms  'round  me, 
From  all  of  the  kingdoms  of  all  the  vast  earth. 

Men  come  to  bow  the  knee ; 
My  name  is  carved  upon  monuments, 

In  lands  far  over  the  deep, 
But  I  long  to  check  ceaseless  honor, 

And  break  from  my  weary  cords  of  sleep, 
Yes,  from  this  weary,  ceaseless  honor ; 

This,  only  this, — to  wake. 

As  once  more  I  slumber,  great  riches, 

And  great  fame  have  all  flowm  from  my  sight. 
But  love  holds  its  sweet  banner  o'er  me, 

And  it's  changed  all  my  gloom. into  light; 
For  you  are  same  as  in  days  of  yore. 

Your  smile  for  me,-  and  for  me,  alone. 
Your  chief  joy  is  to  be  by  my  side. 

For  yoii  want,  now,  no  love  but  my  own. 
'Twould  be  joy  to  dream  thus  forever. 

This,  onlv  this,  to  dream. 
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l^OVE'S    CALL. 

ULAH    MOSHER. 

Isi  the  solemn,  silent  darkness 

(Jf  the  night  i  call  to  thee, 
"Had  I  loved  thee  less,  my  darling, 

I  had  known  that  you  loved  me." 

These,  thy  words,  keep  flitting  ever 
Through  my  tired  heart  and  brain, 

"Had  I  loved  you  less,  my  darling — " 
Echoes  back  the  sad  refrain. 

Had  I  loved  you  less,  my  loved  one, 
Had  the  stars  sunk  out  of  sight; 

Had  the  angels  veiled  their  faces : 
Had  the  sun  refused  its  light — 

Still  your  words  keep  ringing,  ringing, 
Down  through  all  the  weary  years : 

"Could  I  but  have  knowm,  my  darling — " 
Fills  my  eyes  with  bitter  tears. 

Long  have  been  the  years,  beloved, 
When  thy  face  I  could  not  see. 

Had  you  loved  me  less,  my  darling, 
I  had  feared  to  call  to  thee. 

Through  the  silence  and  the  sadness 
Shines  for  us  no  gleam  of  light ; 

Can  you  hear  my  voice,  beloved, 
'Mid  the  darkness  of  the  night? 

I  have  called,  and  you  have  answered. 

Wait  we  now  eternity. 
You  have  loved  me  always,  darling ; 

Evermore  shall  I  love  thee. 
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BABY'S  CLOTHES. 
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MARGARET   STEWART   SIBLEY. 

OFTEST  linen  and  snowiest  lawn. 

With  fairy  fluting  of  lace ; 

'Broidery  fine  as  the  pencilled  fern 

By  finger  of  frost-king  traced. 
Singing  she  sews  the  tiniest  seam, 

While  the  garments  grow  apace. 
Ah !  the  sweetest  work  a  mother  knows, 
Is  making  the  baby's  dainty  clothes. 

Her  thoughts  reach  out  across  the  years, 

Losing  herself  in  a  dream ; 
A  hope  is  set  with  the  stitches  fine 

Of  every  delicate  seam ; 
An  airy  castle,  with  turrets  high, 

Stands  in  the  golden  gleam, 
Ah !  the  dearest  work  a  mother  knows, 
Is  making  the  baby's  dainty  clothes. 

Folding  away  the  garments  white. 
The  baby  needs  no  more  care, 

A  toy,  a  tiny  pair  of  shoes, 
And  a  lock  of  sunny  hair ; 

Yellow  with  age,  each  fragrant  fold 
Shall  precious  memories  bear. 

Oh !  the  saddest  work  a  mother  knows, 

Is  folding  away  the  baby's  clothes. 

Those  were  worn  by  that  stalwart  man. 

It  seems  only  yesterday. 
But  these  once  held  the  tiny  form 

Of  the  baby  passed  away ; 
Now  in  sunshine  and  now  in  storm 

Life's  river  flows  on  for  aye : 
But  the  tenderest  thought  a  mother  knows, 
Is  folded  away  with  the  baby's  clothes. 
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OUR  CHIEFTAINS.  ' 


ELLA  HARTWIG  KALLEY. 


® 


UR  fathers  prayed  'round  Plymouth  Rock, 

"O  God,  our  country  save!" 
Our  chieftains  hail  from  sturdy  ^tock, 

Born  of  the  true  and  brave. 
Their  precepts  are  our  nation's  pride; 

They're  loyal  to  the  blue ; 
Our  stars  and  stripes  float  far  and  wide 

O'er  heroes  tried  and  true. 

,    Chorus: 

Our  country's  safe,  and  honor's  clear, 

With  Roosevelt  ih  the  lead. 
All  men  are  heard  without  a  fear, 

Who  dare  for  justice  plead. 
Charles  Fairbanks  is  a  statesman  bright, 

True  to  each  toiling  one ; 
He's  Indiana's  beacon  light, 

Ohio's  valiant  son. 

Our  nation's  glory  is  thfeir  care. 

Each  chieftain's  praise  we  sing; 
"Hurrah  for  victory's  in  the  air. 

Let  joy-bells  wildly  ring!" 
Their  fame  is  like  a  gilded  crest. 

Each  pledge  a  sacred  vow ; 
Come  North,  and  South,  and  East,  and  West, 

All  to  their  mandate's  vow. 

Our  country's 'safe  and  honor's  bright 

Our  chieftain's  in  the  lead. 
Their  praise  is  heard  each  day  and  night; 

They  dare  for  justice  plead. 
With  peace  and  plenty  all  around, 

They  guide  the  ship  of  state 
For  toiling  millions.     They'll  be  found 

Columbia's  glorious  fate. 
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ON  EARTH. 


BURTHA  MELINDA  THOMPSON. 

N  Earth,  we  gather  love  to  live, 
On  earth  we  gather  faith  to  die; 

Which  through  long  centuries  survive, 
In  voicing  truth  and  lie. 

On  earth  we  gather  mirth, 

On  earth  we  gather  woe, 
Like  one  resplendent  birth, 

In  the  long,  long  ago. 

On  earth,  we  seek  the  strength  of  might, 
On  earth  we  sink  in  the  lowly  moat. 

Like  in  the  foot-steps  of  the  right. 
Gliding  away  in  the  holy  boat. 

On  earth,  we  make  our'  lives  sublime, 

On  earth  we  make  it  lowly, 
Treading  along  the  steps  of  time. 

In  submission  so  meekly. 

On  earth  we  grow  to  maturity. 
On  earth,  again  we  fade. 
And  then  until  eternity, 
In  cold  earth  we  are  laid. 
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MIGNONETTE. 


ANGAELIA. 

OME,  sweet  maid  with  the  flowering  face, 
Oh !  come,  sweet  maid  with  the  mevr^  eye, 

Oh !  come,  sweet  maid  with  the  mellow  voice, 
Oh !  come,  ere  love  has  passed  on  by  ! 


Come,  sweet  maid  of  the  sunny  hair. 

Oh !  come,  sweet  maid  of  the  pleasant  eye, 

Come,  sweet  maid  of  the  saintly  grace, 
Oh !  come,  ere  love  has  passed  on  by ! 

Come  in  the  flowering  time  of  spring, 
Come  when  the  robins  mate  and  call, 

Come  when  the  zephyrs  trumpeting     - 
Waft  sweet  music  over  all ! 

Come,  sweet  maid  of  the  buoyant  step, 
Oh !  come  sweet  maid  of  the  happy  eye, 

Come,  my  own  sweet  Mignonette, 
Oh !  come,  nor  let  love  pass  us  by ! 


GEMS    OF    POESY  477 


THE    LAND    OE .  THE    FREE. 


H 


N.    W.    STOVER. 

TTENTION,  ye  migrating  nations, 

Ye  rovers,  wherever  ye  be. 
Ye  tribes  in  the  desert  and  jungle, 

And  those  on  the  isles  of  the  sea ! 
Reflect  before  leaving  your  portal. 

If  one  of  our  number  you'd  be. 
Leave  there  every  taint  of  dominion, 

For  this  is  the  land  of  the  free. 

Renounce  all  your  despotic  notions, 

And  vandalisms  of  every  kind, 
Beware  of  your  anarchy  teachings, 

And  look  to  improving  your  mind. 
We  make  no  concession  to  tyrants. 

Their  titles  we  never  can  see. 
Their  thrones  and  their  crowns  are  misleading; 

For  this  is  the  land  of  the  free. 

We  live  in  the  birthplace  of  freedom; 

Our  soil  will  compare  with  the  best, 
Our  schools  stir  the  envy  of  nations, . 

And  here  you  may  fail  in  the  test. 
Our  king  is  the  vote  of  the  people ; 

With  bi  :;;-ots  we  cannot  agree ; 
Our  worsliip  is  left  to  the  conscience, 

For  this  is  the  land  of  the  free. 

Our  watchword  is  "Freedom,  Forever!" 

Our  motto,  "In  God  we  trust;" 
Our  laws  are  approved  by  the  people ; 

Their  mandates  are  known  to  be  just. 
Our  army  is  ready  for  action, 

Our  navy  to  care  for  the  sea. 
Our  Hag  is  the  pearl  of  the  ocean; 

For  this  is  the  land  of  the  free. 
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THE  POWER  OF  GOD. 


Lizzie    DOWD. 

SING  the  almighty  power  of  God, 
That  made  the  mountains  rise, 

That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained, 

The  sun  to  rule  the  day; 
The  moon  shines  full  at  His  command, 

And  all  the  stars  obey. 

I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 
That  filled  the  earth  with  food ; 

That  formed  the  creatures  at  His  word, 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 

Lord,  with  Thy  wonders  I've  been  pleased, 

Where'er  I  turn  my  eye. 
If  I  survey  the  ground  I  tread. 

Or  gaze  upon  the  sky. 

There  is  not  a  plant  or  flower  below. 

But  makes  Thy  glory  known. 
The  clouds  arise  and  tempests  blow. 

By  orders  from  Thy  throne. 

Creatures  as  numerous  as  they.be, 
And  are  subjects  to  Thy  care. 

There  is  not  a  place  but  I  can  feel, 
That  God  is  present  there. 

In  Heaven,  He  shines  with  beams 
Of  love,  with  wrath  for  Hell  beneath. 

'Tis  on  His  earth  I  stand  and  move ; 
'Tis  His  air  I  breathe. 

His  Hand  is  my  protecting  guard, 

He  keeps  me  with  His  Eye; 
Oh  !  why  should  I  forget  the  Lord, 

Who  is  forever  by? 
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THE  VOICE. 


ELtA    EVANS    BROWN. 

♦IT HEARD  a  voice  in  the  storm  swept  night, 
■■  Saying,  "Peace  comes  only  through  right. 
Tho'  dark  thy  way,  tho'  rough  thy  road,  " 
CHng  to  the  right,  and  trust  thy  God. 
When  night  is  past,  the  dawn  is  come; 
From  wandering  way  we  turn  to  home. 
Shoulder  the  burden,  bravely  tread 
The  narrow  way,  the  darkened  road  ; 
For,  vender  gleaming  small  and  far,' 
Shines  always  brightly  the  guiding  star. 
So  in  the  night  of  sorrow  drear. 
Cling  to  the  right,  and  do  not  fear. 
The  morn  will  break,  the  sun  will  shine 
Sweetly  on  thee.  Oh  soul  of  mine."   ' 
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MIZPAH. 


F.    PATTERSON    ANKRON. 
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H !  word  with  the  hallowed  nieaning, 

Engraved  in  a  circlet  of  gold, 
That  clasps  my  finger  so  tightly, 

Placed  there  by  my  sweetheart  so  bold, 
My  true  love,  my  sailor  laddie, 

With  eyes  that  are  tender  and  blue ! 
Then  softly  he  said, 
Ere  the  good  ship  sped, 

"I'll  come  back,  my  darling,  le  true. 

"The  Lord  will  watch  'twixt  me  and  thee. 

When  I  am  afar  on  the  deep. 
Though  many  a  bright-eyed  lassie 

For  her  lost  sailor  may  weep.     ^ 
The  Lord  will  watch  'twixt  me  and  thee, 

Though  the  billows  so  wild  may  roll. 
I'll  come  back  to  thee. 
From  over  the  sea. 

Come  back  from  the  far  away  goal." 

Oh !  the  days  are  long  and  dreary, 

When  the  storm  king  rules  o'er  the  sea ; 
And  my  heart  is  sad  and  heavy, 

'Til  I  fall  upon  bended  knee  ; 
And  pray  to  Jesus  of  Galilee 

That  His  hand  will  quiet  the  storm, 
And  bring  back  to  me. 
The  good  ship  Marie, 

With  my  sailor  bov  safe  from  harm. 
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THE   LIGHTHOUSE. 
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MKS.  T.    W.  CRUMP. 

HOU  sentinel  of  the  mighty  deep, 

What  sweet  protecting  power 
Thy  beacon  light  doth  shed, 

In  the  lonely  darkness  of  the  midnight  hour  I 

To  the  weary  wanderer  on  the  stormy  seas, 

Tossed  'mid  its  waves  and  foam, 
The  beacon  light  from  the  lighthouse 

Guides  the  wandering  sailors  home. 

And  the  wild  hurrah  of  rapture 

From  brawny  throats  is  rung, 
When  they  see  the  kindly  warning 

Across  the  waters  flung. 

It  seems  to  them  almost  human 

When  the  angry  breakers  roar 
And  the  wald  seabirds  are  winging  their  flight, 

To  their  homes  along  the  shore ; 

They  see  a  kindly  hand  reach  out, 

That  warns  them  from  death  and  more. 

It  guides  them  along  the  dangerous  track 
To  their  happy  homes  once  more. 
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THE  MESSIAH'S  COMING. 
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LIIvUAN  F.  LEWIS. 

HE  Heavens  declare  Thy  glory, 
O  Christ,  our  new-born  King ! 

We  list  the  sweet,  sweet  story 
The  herald  angels  sing. 

And  hearts  are  gladder,  lighter. 

The  world  is  better,  brighter,    . 
For  Thy  coming,  Christ  our  King. 

Those  winged  hosts  a-cluster 

In  sky  at  mid  of  night, 
That  pilot-star  of  .lustre 

Enrapturing  the  sight — 
By  vision,  voice  or  guidings, 
Proclaim  the  joyous  tidings 

Of  Thy  coming,  Lord  of  Might. 

How  swells  that  anthem  holy. 
Of  "Peace,  good  wnll  on  earth!" 

How  shines  that  manger  lowly. 
Thou  Babe  divine  of  birth ! 

How  rich,  beyond  man's  measure. 

The  gifts  of  Grace  we  treasure 

Thro'  Thy  coming,  Prince  of  Earth  1 

Our  lives  would  praises  render 
To  Thee,  O  Lamb  of  God ; 

For  Love  that  sinless  tender, 
Its  roughest  pathway  trod, 

For  priceless  lessons  taught  us, 

For  countless  blessings  brought  us 
By  Thy  coming,  Christ  of  God. 
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SWEET  HOME  OF  THE  WEST. 


MRS.   MARY  A.   HAYliS. 


XL 


ERE'S  a  platform  on  which  every  Christian  can  stand : 

All  men  united  in  love's  happy  band, 

Of  whatever  creed  or  church  in  our  land, 

Just  to  trust  in  God,  and  obey  His  command. 

Equal  in  station,  as  man  to  man, 

Each  giving  another  a  helping  hand. 

Our  dear  land  of  labor,  beloved  and  best, 
Labor's  own  Bethlehem,  sweet  home  of  the  West. 
May  God's  blessing  bring  us  sweet  peace  and  love, 
May  Christ's  love  hover  'round  like  a  gentle  white  dove. 
O'er  labor's  free  land  may  the  Star  of  Peace  rest 
And  its  radiance  shed  o'er  our  home  of  the  West. 

Divided,  we  fall  by  some  foe  in  our  land, 

United  by  peace  and  love,  we  will  stand. 

Give  to  each  neighbor  love's  helping  hand. 

And  trust  in  God,  and  obey  His  command. 

Then  all  nations  will  salute  us  as  great  and  grand. 

Where  we're  governed  by  love,  heart  to  heart,  man  to  man. 
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TO  A  FRIEND. 


,T.   G.    MOHRWEIS. 


XL 


HE  beauty  of  Spring  turns  to  Summer's  glow; 

After  Autumn's  frost,  comes  the  Winter's  snow, 
It  covers  the  earth  with  a  downy  sheet, 
And  the  flowers  rest  in  their  Winter's  sleep. 


Fair  as  the  Spring  in  her  beauty  art  thou, 
And  roses  blossom  beneath  thy  brow, 

While  Autumn's  frost  has  covered  my  head ; 

Yet  the  flowers  of  my  heart  are  not  all  dead. 

The  Autumn,  rich  in  her  yellow  sheen. 
Brings,  after  all,  her  golden  grain. 

Lovely  as  June,  rejoice  and  be  glad. 

In  Autumn's  garb,  I  am  lonely  and  sad. 

Chrysanthemum  then  art  thou  to  me. 

But  what  can  I  ever  be  to  thee  ? 

Perhaps,  as  ships  on  the  watery  main. 
We  signal,  and  pass,  ne'er  to  meet  again ; 

But,  in  passing,  perhaps  you  have  left  a  dart, 
And  opened  a  wound  in  a  lonely  heart. 

Still  thy  smile,  like  the  sunshine  bright,  has  cast 

One  ray  of  lovelight  upon  my  path. 

We  pass  one  another  here  below; 
A  look,  a  smile,  a  pang,  and  so — 

Go  on  the  round  of  our  daily  lay ; 

But  oft,  as  Maud  Muller,  we  pause  'mongst  the  hay. 

So  while  you  shine  in  your  wider  sphere, 

I. may  bring  sunshine  in  cloudland  here; 

Though  now  our  barks  drift  apart  on  the  main. 
Yet  some  day,  mayhap,  we  shall  meet  again. 
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I  WEEP  NO  MORE. 


HELEN  A.  ANDREWS. 

MEEP  not  for  my  dead !     I  have  laid  them  to  rest  • 
With  smiles  on  their  cold  lips  with  damp  of  death  pressed. 
The  tears  are  all  gone,  and  though  my  heart  is  sad, 
They  are  passed  all  life's  woes,  and  I  know  they  are  glad. 

]  weep  not  for  loves  dead,  though  in  shadows  I  stay. 

Oloom  from  my  weary  heart  should  not  dark  their  bright  day ; 
For  in  their  new  Home  they  hold  me  dear  in  their  hearts, 
And  with  every  grief-drawn  sigh,  know  our  souls  are  apart. 

I  weep  not  for  my  dead ;  for  I  know  they're  still  mine, 
Only  crossed  o'er  the  tide  to  the  love-girdled  clime. 
There  roses  ne'er  fade,  and  the  streams  never  fail. 
On  those  Heaven-bound  banks  free  from  storm  and  its  gale. 

i  weep  not  for  my  friends,  in  death  they,  beautiful,  lay ; 

So  sacred  to  me,  as  they  climb  His  beckoning  way, 

Enshrouded  in  white.     Eyes  of  faith  follow  them  there, 
'Til  my  soul's  grief  is  lost  in  the  echoes  of  prayer. 

I  weep  not  for  my  dead ;  for  they're  loving  me  still. 

In  this  wilderness  world,  voices  my  heart-strings  thrill. 

And  the  voices  are  theirs ;  for  my  own  soul  .they  call, 

'Til  earth  is  forgotten — lost  in  the  All  in  All. 
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XL 


FAREWELL. 

VIOLET   P.    COWLEY. 

HE  Angella  sailed  from  Boston ; 

Her  sails  spread  wide  and  free, 
While,  on  her  deck,  there  stood  a  lad, 

The  last  of  his  native  land  to  see. 
He  was  an  orphan  lad, 

His  heart  throbbed  wild  with  pain, 
As  he  thought  how  he  might  never  see 

His  native  land  again. 

Swifter  and  swifter  the  good  ship  sped. 

From  the  fast  receding  shore, 
And  his  eyes  filled  with  tears,  as  he  tho't  of  the  home 

Which  perhaps  he'd  see  no  more. 
Faster  and  faster  the  Angella  flew. 

And  his  native  land  farther  away. 
And  when  the  last  sight  of  the  shore  passed  from  view, 

The  by-standers  heard  him  say : 

"Farewell,  farewell,  America  I 

And  my  dear  old  childhood  home ! 
I  leave  thee  now  forever, 

In  distant  lands  to  roam. 
How  sad  I  am  to  leave  thee, 

No  tongue  can  ever  tell, 
My  own,  my  native  land. 

Farewell,  farewell !" 
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LOVE'S  MESSAGE  FROM  HEAVEN. 


® 


RUTH  EZZADO  STONE. 

NE  night,  in  darkness,  sitting  alone. 
Viewing  the  lights  of  the  heavenly  dome, 
It  seemed  but  a  little  way  to  me 
Across  that  great  and  unknown  sea ; 
For  there  came  a  message  from  Heaven  so  fair. 
Saying,  "Peep-eye,  mamma,  I  see  you  there." 

Oh !  how  I  looked ;  but  could  not  see  • 
Beyond  the  gates  'twixt  Heaven  and  me; 
But  so  familiar  was  that  sweet  voice 
That  with  the  angels  then  rejoiced. 
That  I  fancied,  from  the  top  of  the  golden  stair. 
Came,  "Peep-eye,  mamma,  I  see  you  there." 

"O,  angel  of  light,  O,  spirit  of  love," 
I  cried,  as  the  message  came  from  above, 
The  valley  of  death  I  will  not  fear. 
If,  when  passing  through,  I  still  can  hear 
This  same  sweet  voice  from  the  golden  stair 
Saying,  "Peep-eye.  mamma,  I  see  you  there." 
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IN  THE  VALLEY  OF  THE  SHADOW  OF  DEATH. 


m 


W.    J.    DELMAGE. 

E  are  now  in  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
Where  its  dark,  dismal  mantle  encumbers  our  path ; 
It  encircles  our  footsteps  wherever  we  go. 
And  invites  us  to  enter  its  secrets  to  know.  ' 


Here  my  Christian  companions  are  chanting  the  strain 
Soon  will  warfare  be  ended,  and  death  be  our  gain ; 
For  I  want  to  cross  over  this  Jordan  and  see 
Where  my  Father  has  mansions  in  Heaven  for  me. 

Know  you  not,  my  dear  brother,  that  death  is  the  goal 
Where  the  spirit  is  sundered  from  body  and  soul? 
While  the  body's  returning  again  to  its  dust, 
There,  in  unconscious  slumber,  thy  soul  shall  have  rest. 

But,  when  Jesus  shall  call  for  the  dead  to  awake. 
Of  the  life  that's  eternal,  thy  soul  shall  partake ; 
It  will  rise  from  corruption,  celestial,  and  be 
Our  God-given  likeness  and  phantom  of  thee. 

Then  the  body,  God's  temple,  can  never  partake 
Of  the  life  that's  immortal,  nor  from  death  awake ; 
Its  destruction  is  certain,  when  death  lays  it  low, 
In  the  dark  dismal  valley  thro'  which  we  now  go. 

Now  God  gives  us  the  promise  of  life  without  fear 
If  we  walk  in  Christ's  footsteps,  'till  He  shall  appear. 
Then  He'll  change  our  vile  bodies,  renew  the  lost  earth, 
With  the  life  that's  immortal,  the  real  of  our  birth. 
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IN  ALL  MY  TRIBULATIONS  I  CALL  ON  MOTHER. 


XL 


PETER   H.   MElvANDER 

HERE  are  many  tribulations  in  this  world  for  me. 

They  are  legion,  their  edge  is  so  sharp  for  mortals,  wee. 
I  care  not  for  failure,  come  boundless  hope, 
I  dare  not  to  doubt  my  strength  or  its  scope. 
Only  one  friend  I  have,  her  wish  is  my  decree, 
The  one,  that  I  honor  for  time  and  to  be. 
My  dear  little  mother,  so  kind  and  so  free. 

There  are  many  temptations,  there  are  lessons  for  me. 

They  are  various,  their  precious  truth  is  my  valiant  key, 

I  heed  not  to  weakness,  beware  of  its  name. 

I  dwell  not  on  glory,  come  guiltless  fame. 

I  truly  admire  but  one  single  plea: 

Dear,  loving  mother,  I  swear  on  my  bended  knee, 

To  be  obedient  and  gentle  to  thee. 
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A  FADED  BOUQUET. 


m. 


JAMES  PETER  MACINTYRE. 

AN  and  changed  to  a  tear-moving  lightness, 

Sweet  fragrance  all  flown  from  those  faded  flowers, 

Gone  with  the  days  which  left  them  so  colorless, 

Yet  the  sounds  of  that  voice  seem  to  draw  nearer 

At  dusk  of  the  eve 

When  the  golden  leaves  sadly  sigh  in  the  breeze. 


Charged  with  the  odor  of  flowers  that  screeji  her, 
Comes  the  fragrant  wind  in  a  passionate  wave, 
By  trellis-work  o'er  which  red  roses  wander. 
Fair  vision  at  eve  my  memory  unveils. 
Blossoms  in  her  hand, 
Listening  to  the  murmur  of  sea  and  sancls. 
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STARS  OF  THE  EVENING. 


® 


MARY  M.  JACKSON. 

H !  the  heavens  are  alight, 

With  the  stars  that  shine  so  bright, 

And  as  I  sit  gazing  up  into  the  sky, 

Every  silvery  soft  moonbeam, 

Every  tiny  star  that  gleams, 

Brings  back  memories  of  those  happy  days  gone  by 

Oh  !  my  heart  goes  out  to  you. 

With  a  love  that's  fond  and  true, 

And  I  yearn  for  3^ou  and  sadly,  sadly  pine ; 

But  though  you're  lost  to  me, 

I  will  always  faithful  be. 

As  I  was  in  that  happy  olden  time. 

In  my  heart  of  hearts,  my  dear, 

There's  a  star  that  shines  out  clear. 

And  will  always  and  forever  shine  for  thee ; 

And  all  it  asks  in  turn. 

Is  that  you  will  try  to  learn 

To  keep  your  love-star  shining  bright  for  me. 
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ONLY  A  BRAKEMAN. 


® 


MRS.   S.   E.   CASON. 

NLY  a  Brakeman,"  the  motto  brief 

Was  borne  upon  the  beautiful  wreath 

That  lay  upon  the  pulseless  breast, 

As  they  left  him  in  that  long  sweet  rest, 

Near  the  old  Red  River  shore, 

To  grief  and  pain,  to  wake  no  more. 

Sad  and  weary  are  the  days 
To  the  father  aged  and  gray, 
As  the  busy  world  moves  on 
Round  the  sorrow-stricken  home ; 
Each  morn  the  mother  wakes  to  sigh 
For  the  happy  days  gone  by, 

When  her  boy's  beloved  face 

Smiled  in  its  accustomed  place, 

Hre  he  left  the  home  fire-side 

For  paths  of  danger  new,  untried ; 

Yet  within  that  troubled  heart 

A  still,  small  voice  doth  strength  impart. 

We  shall  meet  be}ond  the  shore. 
We  shall  meet  to  part  no  more, 
Pain  or  dangers  arc  rmknown, 
In  that  blissful  Heavenly  Home, 
Beyond  the  portals  bright  and  fair, 
We  shall  meet  our  loved  ones  there. 
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XL 


INGRATITUDE. 

ROBT.    S.    MC    MAHON. 

HE  snow  may  fall  in  torrents  fast, 
The  world's  bright  face  to  cover; 
The  wind  may  blow  its  chilling  blast 
Till  the  deep  be  frozen  over; 
But  give  me  forty  stripes  less  one 
And  a  heart  the  storm  has  wooed, 
Than  one  whose  world  has  been  undone 
By  man's  ingratitude. 
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MY  KING. 

WLLIAN   E.    C.   BRIERLEY. 

HO  rules  my  home?    Who  rules  my  heart? 

What  little  tyrant  here  holds  sway? 
I  once  did ;  but  am  closely  bound 

By  chains  that  tighten  day  by  day. 

Who  rules  my  head  ?    Who  rules  my  heart  ? 

The  little  despot  knows  his  power. 
Submissive  subject  I  must  be 

By  chains  that  tighten  hour  by  hour. 

I  once  alone  was  ruler  here; 

My  word  was  law,  my  will  supreme. 
Now  fetters  bind  me,  hold  me  tight, 

And  growing  tighter,  too,  I  ween. 

But  are  they  irksome?     Do  I  chafe 
At  cords  like  these,  that  lightly  bind? 

Gladly  I  give  my  freedom  up. 

Knowing  thus  new  happiness  I'll  find. 

My  king?     Pe's  my  dark-eyed  baby  boy. 

With  tresses  of  golden  brown. 
Full  of  childish  grace,  and  the  sweetest  face, 

With  a  beauty  my  pencil  ne'er  can  trace. 

My  home  his  castle  is. 

My  heart's  his  throne. 
May  the  angels  ever  guard  and  watch 

My  king,  my  love,  my  own ! 
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BENEATH  THE  NORTHERN  SKIES. 


PETER   H.    MELANUER. 


•^T^iiE  beaming  sun  doth  shine  to  the  waving  clouds. 
Vi^The  air  is  cheered  by  sounds  weird  and  true. 
As  sweet  as  flavor  is  the  bahii  of  morning  dew, 
The  trees  on  yonder  cliff — they  nod  to  you. 
And  the  morose  moon  but  smiles  at  human  strife ; 
Still  may  every  creature  enjoy  its  life, 

Beneath  the   northern   skies. 

A  murmuring  sound  steals  through  the  forest  glen, 
The  rippling  mirth  of  the  flowing  creek 
Abounds  in  beauty  for  every  day  and  week. 
The  sacred  silence  and  the  abiding  peace  of  mountain  peak, 
Awe  the  throbbing  heart,  and  make  it  serene  but  glad, 
The  mountain  echoes  sweetly  fall  upon  the  careworn  soul  and  sac 
Beneath   the   northern    skies. 

The  songsters  fly  to  southern  clime,  to  southern  land, 
With  songs  of  praise,  each  song-bird  seeks  its  nest. 
Yes,  Mother  Nature  has  her  laws,  the  very  best. 
The  majesty  of  time  doth  bind  us  all  together 
To  rejoice  in  Nature's  wondrous  gifts  forever. 
Beneath   the   northern    skies. 
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AN  ORPHAN  NOW. 


m 


INA   PHOEBIv    LINSCOTT. 

ITHIN  a  home  once  so  cheerful, 

Death's  shadows  are  falhng  near 
A  heart  that  was  once  made  happ)', 

The  one  that  was  loved  so  dear. 
This  little  maid,  an  orphan, 

Alone  in  this  world  of  pain — 
She  moans  for  her  dear  mother; 

In  this  home  they  will  not  meet  again. 

But  there's  One  Who,  in  hours  of  darkness 

And  sorrow,  is  ever  near, 
The  Father  Who  came  to  bless  us. 

To  comfort  His  children  dear; 
To  all  who  will  love  and  praise  Him, 

He  has  given  a  precious  vow, 
He  will  comfort  the  heart  that  is  aching. 

That  is  left  an  orphan  now. 

One  night  when  the  tempest  was  raging, 

And  the  ocean  billows  rolled  high. 
Alone  by  the  dark,  lonely  river. 

The  father  was  left  to  die. 
And  now  the  heart  that  is  aching. 

Still  longing  for  comfort  and  love. 
And  is  calling,  "Oh !  come  to  the  lowly," 

A  comfort,  divine  from  above. 


As  in  dreams,  I  hear  the  sweet  echoes 

Of  a  voice  like  my  mother's  near. 
Then  a  whisper,  "I  am  also  an  orphan. 

My  home  shall  be  yours,  my  dear. 
I  have  a  kind  husband  and  baby. 

Yet  another  my  heart  will  allow 
To  be  comforted,  the  one  who  in  sadness. 

Is  left  an  orphan  now." 
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I  WILL  BE  TRUE. 


GEORGIA    HIXON. 


B 


T  eventide,  when  all  is  still,  your  spirit  comes  to  me ; 

Again  your  gentle  voice  I  hear,  again  your  face  I  see ; 
Once  more  my  empty  arms  you  fill,  and  in  your  eyes  of  blue, 
I  see  the  tender  look  of  love,  and  hear,  "I  will  be  true." 

Chorus : 

"I  will  be  true,  I  will  be  true,  though  far  from  me  you  roam ; 

No  other  love  shall  fill  my  heart ;  t'will  beat  for  you  alone. 
You  are  the  only  love  I  have,  I  will  be  true  to  you," 
And,  while  your  spirit  comes  at  will,  I  know  you  have  been  true. 

Though  I  have  wandered  long  and  far,  and  every  danger  known, 
You're  still  with  me  on  land,  on  sea,  your  image  has  not  flown. 
And  as  I  muse  at  twilight  hour,  in  sweet  commune  with  you. 
Again  in  gentle  tones  of  love,  you  say,  "I  will  be  true." 

World-tired  and  weary  I  wander  far,  far  away  from  home. 
Still  your  spirit  comes  to  cheer  me,  and  bid  me  cease  to  roam ; 
And  my  soul  is  filled  with  longing  to  bide  once  more  with  you, 
And  again  to  hear  you  whisper,  "Indeed  I  will  be  true." 
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COULD  WE  ONLY  KNOW  THE  FUTURE. 


•A 


MISS  A.  GODFREY. 

F  our  lives  were  written  novels 
That  we  might  read  them  in  a  day, 

Would  we  crave  such  weary  book-lore, 
Would  we  seek  those  columns,  pray? 

Yet  our  lives,  however  dreary — 
How  we  cling  to  earthly  cares ! 

Were  we  freed  for  one  brief  moment, 
We'd  be  longing  for  its  snares. 

Yes,  we  cannot,  would  not  miss  one ; 

For  our  lives  are  made  of  such. 
Through  compassion,  love  and  charity, 

We  are  prone  to  suffer  much. 

Suffer,  yes,  for  one  another — 

Suffer  for  our  daily  sins ; 
For  it's  alone  thro'  earthly  sorrow 

That  Heaven  at  last  we  win. 

"If  we  could  only  read  the  future" — 

This  is  what  we  often  hear, 
From  our  foes  in  bitterest  contest, 

From  our  friends  so  very  dear. 

Could  they  rend  the  veil  asunder 
That  obscures  their  daily  sight. 

Would  their  lives  be  freed  from  sorrow, 
Would  they  see,  and  act  aright? 

Let  us  pause  for  one  brief  moment ; 

Let  us  count  our  lives  apart. 
We're  taught  to  plant  the  seeds  of  wisdom 

In  the  subsoil  of  the  heart. 

If  we  knew  just  what  the  harvest 
Of  our  sowing,  then,  would  be, 

Would  we  not,  in  all  our  actions. 
Do  and  plan  quite  differently? 
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